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This Volume was prepared for the press eonte months 
NDCe. A severe domestic calamitj has delayed its pnbli- 
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ADVERTISEMENT, 



In this volume , eonUiDing ■ translation of Scbiller's Poems, 
an tttempt is made to snpplj ■ desideralDm long felt in EDglind, 
not onl; bj the culUvalors of German literainre , bnt b; those an- 
aeqiuinled nilh the original, and aniloos to obtain some glimpse 
of 1 genius whose inBueace upon thelaiellect ofEaropthasbeeD 
to pervading and profoand. There have been many trinBlalians, 
it is [roe , of detacbed poems bf Schiller — and some deserving of 
high commendaUon for Iheir elegance and fidelity — bnt detached 
poems coovej a very imperfect idea of the general character of a 
ColleclioQ remarkable both for the rich variety it embraces, and 
the noble miod that it reflects. 

To esUmale Schiller as a Poet, and to appreciate him as a Han, 
the reader should be invited to a Barvej of the whole of those 
poems iu which Schiller has developed the Dower of every fitcultj 
he possessed — the fruit of every Gtndy he pursaedt in which a 
few lines someUmes concentrate the purpose of his most elaborate 
Dramas — or coDlafn the pith ofhis most Ihooghlfiil essays; and 
(faererore, with very trivial eiceptions, the whole Collection is In- 
clnded Id this translation. Several specimens have appeared al- 
ready Id " Blackwood's Uagazine" -r the indulgence they received 
has led to this publication. They have been carefully revised,* 



• We have iottrlably foDoved the text as lettled by Scbiller bim- 
■eir, and found in ail the later editiDns of hia woclia — not penoltUng 
ounelm lo reilarflwfaal be baa omitted, even where we hate veolaied 
(o regret that the omiuion oas made: Ati aulbor hai a right te decide 
on hii own bequesla lo poilcrlty. 
Potmi of SchiU'T. a 
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and some of Ihem re-vritlen. The objecl oT Ihe Traaslalor has 
been loadbere with as much Gdelitj to Ibe ortgnial, as the neces- 
ailj of coTulrving poetry inlo poetry wiW permit. The best plan 
to ensure sach Bdelitj, thai of rendering line b; iiae, basheenbr 
the most pari adapted. Where atnplificatioo , or departure from 
the literal meioing has been indulged , it bas been wilb aD earnest 
view lo give iiveiier eipressioo to the spirit, or distiotler clearaess 
to the meaning, ofthe author.* Of course there vill be Instaocee, 
in a collection so various , where the critic may discoier a looser 
inCerprelation of Ihe teit than be may perhaps be incjioed to ex- 
cuse; but, taken as a whole, we veolure to believe that there are 
few translations of poems equally namerons and diversified , In 
which loyalty and allegiance lo Ihe seuse of the original have been 
more sedulously rendered. 

In the choice of metre, adherence has generally been sought to 
Ibe essential sound and spirit of the German; but not without 
those devtalions warranted by our own laws of metrical construc- 
Iton, and Ihe usages which our classical writers have rendered 
familiar to Ihe ear and lo the taste; — in such matters , indeed, 
the ear and Ihe taste can alone decide the judgment, and no one 
can be a critic who is not al the same lime a poel , or , at least , a 
verse-maker. The boldest, and yet perhaps the most pardonable 
deviation from the original metre, is lo he found in such poems as 
"The Walk" (Der Spaiiergang), "PompeiiandHercnlaneum," 
Ac., composed by Schiller in ibe classic verse," for which the 
English language has no musical analogy, and for which we have, 
therefore, considered ourselves at liberty to substitute sach 
metres as seemed best to sail the nature of the subjects, — or such 
as an English poel, adopting subjects of a similar character, would 
probably have selected. 

In the received editions of ihe original, the poems are classed 
in three divisions, according as they were composedin the three 

• E«rjonea™tiBiiiWd*ilh Schiller, knows that il i. oecaslOMlly 
nccejsarj to iranslile bi> idem a» well as his words. ' 

" The Elegiac or ■UcTDale hciamelen and pentameleri. 
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Periods vbii^ biognphen h»yt regarded as the great cpocbi o( 
Schiller's life. These diTisiona have not been coofouDded in Ihe 
IranslatioD , bat we htTe iaTerled the aana) order — placing tl|e 
■natDresi poems first,* iihI the joathfal compositions last. It 
voDid Dot be doing iustke to Sehiller, in introducing him to tha 
English pnblic — to give to his most imperfect perfarmancei the 
place of honotir — and perhaps , as a general rule , it is alwajv 
more interesting to follow the stream to itgaonrce, than to track 
Irom Ihe turbid spring the amoothness of the aller current. 

A sketch of the life of Schiller has been prefixed to the TransI*- 
tioD , in which the author is chieQ; Indebted to the recent biogra- 
phies ofHofTmeister and Schwab , as well as to the charming oai^ 
retire of Madame von Wolzogen,** and the Correspondence o( 
Schiller and his Contemporaries. If after "The Life of Schiller," 
written bf a man so eminent as Hr. Carljle, anewhiagrsphjfor 
the English reader has been jndged necessary, it is because Hr. 
Carljle himself will be the 6rst to acknowledge that the vast addi- 
tions made of late jeara to onr Inrormation respecting the great 
Saabian Foet , would render It necessarr to him , should be ever 
And the leisure for a reTisalorhis early performance, to re-writea 
coaaiderable portion of It. Hay his avocations permit the task! 
By none of our conntrymen could a Ml and detailed biography of 
Schiller be written in a nobler spirit or for a wiser end. For oni^ 
selves , our very limits have compelled us to draw but the outline 
of a life replete with interest and inatructlon ; much remains to be 
filled up by the research oraminaterbiographer, and the pbiloso- 
pbf of a more learned critic. 

In conclusion, the Author must gratefblly acknowledge his 
obligations to many — Germans as well as Englishmen — who 



' And in the "third ditlsioo," wa bave not given to eldi poem A« 
place it occgpies in the edition) at the arlgioal. Tbi> Rqufrei no ei- 
ctue, as Ihef ire not, in Ibe flennin, printed (eeardiat to cfarooological 
or any other syttemalio arraogement; ind we were, therefore, at full 
libcTti to lelect tbe order which appeared to giie ilie mut raller lad 

** Schiller's iiiter-in-Uv. 
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bar* geoerousl; lent Um thejr IdtiIiuUs aid in the luk he hu 
aoderiikei); bullooooneso ntucbuFroressorFcrrier, uvhrae 
. •^nrtU scholarship and graeerul Usic vil] be RHinlj owing wha^ 
ever fsTOUr this Translsliog ma; receive. 

LaHDIIH, 

OflairrS, UU 
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BRIEF SKETCH OF THE LIFE OF 
SCHILLER. 

CHAPTER I. 

FIRST PERIOD. 
Eicbiller'i bajboad. — Bli pirenuge. — Etjij iludlei ind indiDilioni. 
— Hii euuaiiee *( tbR miliurj icidemy. — Hii jaulhful poemt, and 
predileeUtiiii tor ihe drioia. 

Clorb by the Tillsge orLorch, on tht bordcri orWurtemberg, 
rise Ihe miDs of ■ cistle, ihe heredlury Beat of the Conati of 
HoheDsUnren. The graTCa of ibat Illnstrious familj BDrronnd a 
ConTBDt, pUeedapona neighboarlugemiDeQce, and half hid bj 
■ veaerable lime. Upon another hill, stands an old chapel; be- 
low, Hows the rJTer ReniB, Ibrongh luiuriant vineyards, and 
fertile com-Gdds. Amidit the rut ns of Hohenstaufen, or aroidsl 
tbeeraTesofitiaDcientlards, belween thejeirslTeMtS, might 
often be seen two children — a boy and girl, — so fltroDgly re- 
sembling each other, as to denote their relationship as brother 
and sister.* Ustially, the; were seen atone ; someiimes with 
jODQg companions, — sametlmes with a man in s milf- - 
tarj anifann, and in the vigour of life — to whom tbe hoy. 
especially, listened with avidliy, whether he eiplaioed the 
plan Qpoa:wbJch the old CoaUe had been built, or pleased the 
iofant spirit of adventure , by anecdotes of camp and field. ** 
Uore often, perhaps, their compaoioD was a female, of mild ei- 

* BorvBBiBTiB, Schwab. " BomiRi'TEB. 
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ttrior, and manners pecDliarlr genUi, though somewhat gravt 
and serious. Aodshe, too, foand in the cbiMrea, etill mon 
especially in the bo j, esger lisleoere to the talk bj which shs 
sought to inslrnct the understanding, or arouse the fcncj. She 
had Ules orvilchand fairflo relate; — bnl, as (be children grew 
older , she preferred rather to please Ihe imaginatiob with vsrtts 
fromSlopstock, Gerhard, and the pious Gellert. Hare than ill 
— sheatoncechirmed andiastrncted her jonugpopilsbj stoiies 
and passages from the Gospel, adapted to their undersiaadiag: 
aod their tears Qowed betimes at the snfferiDgs of Ihe Bedeemer.* 
Already, perhaps, the scenes which he loved to hsnnt, andfer- 
laialf the sabjects he «is accustomed to hear, had produced strong 
«Dd deep impressions upon the mind and character of the bof . Al- 
ready he had conceived a passion for Nature — formed hibits of 
reverie and Tedection — and loolied forward to the Bcclesiaslic 
Profession, for which his parents designed him, with a religions 
and earnest enihusiasni. At eight years old , alone in tke wood- 
lands, with a boy about his own years, heeiclaimed, "0 Karl, 
how beautiful is it here! All — all couldlgive, sotbatlmight 
DOtmiss this Joy!"" His very sports partook of his serious cbs- 
racler: nothiogpleisedhim more than, by the help of a cap and a 
black apron, to assume the attire of the priest, mount a stool, 
and deliver extemporaneous and fervent homilies , to an audience 
consisUngofhis mother and sisters. From his earliest childhood 
he was ever delighted to leave bis infant games, to join the prayers 
or Bible lectarea of the pious family, to whichhehelonged; and 
his favourite sister has left a pleasing description of the child at 
such moments — with his folded hands , his blue eyes raised to 
Heaven, and the fair hair clustering over the broad forehead, 
wbich.he inherited from his mother. But though from infancy un- 
usually serious, and from infancy, also, inpatient of restraint, 
his temper was sweet, and bis disposition full of tenderness and 
Gompassiou. If he meta poor child in bis way to school, hewould 
bestow on him all be liad ; even his books — his clothes were not 
sacred against his compassion. With ail thissoftoessofheart — 



' -.■G<.i.glc 



this lore or solitude, and this pious tempertiDStit, there wu no 
less tnaaifest > tesolnl^ and determined spirit. He was peculltrlj 
fond or reading Yojiages and books or Travels; and the Histories 
orpopular heroes, such as Aleiaoder the Great. Hevould often 
eiGlaim, "I muet go into the Torld!" His reveries were. Id 
abort, tiiose that denote not an Indolent temper bat an aetire 
mind. His masings vera not merelj daj-dreams — the; vera 
animated by that zeal for inquiry which nsnallj foretells, in child- 
hood, thecareerofmendestiaed to tbioliboldl]', and love truth. 
Jd his seventh jear, oneevening, daring a storm of thunder and 
lightning, the bo)' was mjsaed at supper; he was found at last at 
the top of a tall liiDC-tree, near the house, enjoying thetempest; 
and, to use his awn apology, "wishing lo see where so much Bre 
in the heavens came from 1 " * — Such in childhood was the cha- 
racter of Johann Chrisloph Friedrich Schiller. 

His birth placed bim in that condition, between wealth end 
penary, — (a condition bordering two classes — thePopularand 
the BeGaed) which is perhaps the most favourable to intellectual 



Hisikther, Johann Caspar Schiller, wasofhumblecxtraclion, 
the SOD of a baker, who held (he office of Bailiff in the village of 
BitteDfeld.** He was a man of on adventurous and restless charac- 
ter; stem and severe indeed in manners , but warmly attached to 
hislaniily, of good abilities, of eiemplary probity, and a strong 
and fervent sense of religion. He had held the rank of Surgeon in 
a Bavariaa Begiment. In 1740, a year after the peace of Ali-la- 
Cbapelle, he marrried Elizabeth Dorothea Kodweiss, a young wo- 
man, bom at Harbach, (about eight miles from Sinttgard), ot 
parentage suitable to his own ; though it is said that her more dis- 
tant descent could be traced to the noble Bouse of Kottwilz.*'* 

After bis marriage , Caspar Schiller resigned the medical pro- 
fession ; but at the breaking oat of the Seven Years' War in ITST, 

* To thig Boecdots ScHwin Eives the weight ol his authorit;. 
*" Sattwit£, iccordlDgtoHaFriiEKTim — Gorrocttdby ScBWis 
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entered the Wiirlemberg Arm^ as easlfn and adjotsnt. It vas aot 
till after some years thai their anion was blest b; children : Eliia- 
belh the eldest daughter, bom 1757 ; Jobann Christopb Friedrich, 
thePoet, bora St Harbach , Nov. It, 1759; * Dorothea Louise, 
horn two years afterwards; andNanaetle, theyouogcst. " 

Wheo Friedrich Schiller was eii years old, his father, then 
risen to therankofcaptaia, was sent to Lorch as recruiting oSl- 
cei. Here the boy received the first regular radiments of edoca-' 
tion, including Latin, and something even of Greek, from the 
Clergyman of tlieParisb, Philip Moser; whose aa me and virtues 
he alterwards immortalised in "The jobbers." His favourite 
CDiDpaniODS were, his eldest sister, and the son of his tutor, 
Karl Moser. — Bui no observation is at once more true and more 
hackDied — that it is to the easy lessons of amolher, menofge- 
n Ids have usually owed their earliest inspiration, Schiller's mo- 
ther had tastes and acquirements rare in women of her rank — she 
was a good musician — fond of poetry, and eveu wrote it; and 
the gentleness of her temper gave a certain refiaemcDt to her 



1768. Friedrich Schiller was nine years old when his father 

was removed by the Grand Duke to Ludwigsburg, and the 
hoy was entered at the Public School, iostiluted at Ibat place. 
The academical discipline revolted one who had already formed 
his own desullorymoJes of self-instruction, and his Industry was 
reluctant and constrained. Still he passed his eiaminations with 
credit; was ever one of theflrslio the Latin class to which he be- 
longed, and received marksofapprobation in the four several ei- 
aminations he anderwent before the School Commissioners, at 
Sintlgard. His character betrayed itself rather with his play- 
fellows than bis preceptors. He obtained an ascendancy over 
them ; and his high spirit would brave those older and stronger 
than himself, if be saspecied any intention lb affront him. With 
his superiors he was reserved and awkward. But what, at this 
lime, cbieflyinHaenced his future fate,wBS the sight of the Theatre 
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u Lndvipbarg — the rcmembraoee of ihtt gpeeUde, wblch 
according to Ihe fashion of Ehe day, aeems to have beea a gorgeous 
gpecticle, half open half meJodrame, begao to colour all hi» 
ihanghls, and dicUte the character of his sports in the ...q 
hoursofplaj. At the age of eleven, a change wis notice- 
aUa in his habits ; he shrank from (he games in which he had been 
hitherto amongst the most actite. In ihe pley-honts he would 
wander with some friend amongst Uie oeigbbonring plantations, 
and, in those moods ofpremature gloom and speculation, which 
so olten cloud the dawn of illustrious manhood, complain of pre- 
sent thraldom, and form wild coojeclures oF fature Tale. Al- 
ready he began to throw tbongbl into verse — already he began lo 
uedilale the scheme of some elaborate tragedy. But his religious 
bias was still his strongest, andai theageofronrieen, he .~»j 
still shared the predilections of bis parents in favour of 
the Kcdesiasttcal profession. Bat now came the first great revo- 
lutioDsnd crisis ofhis life. 

Kari, foandOnke ofWurlemberg, a luiurious and oMenU- 
LiDQS Prince, but one possessed of many eicellent qualilieg, 
formed the oolionofa great National Academy, first instituted at 
"Solitade," one ofhisconntry places, — afterwards transferred 
to Slultgard. This establishment was called a Military Seminary, 
hat not confined entirely lo those intended for the UilitaryPro- 

The mijorilyof Ibepupilswere, Indeed, the sons of officers 
— or evenr privates — in the Wbrtemberg Army ; but those of ci - 
Ytlians were admitted also ; and snilable instruction was given to 
Giadents intended for the peaceful profession of the Law. But tbe 
school rightly deserved the dislinguishing epithet of Military, 
from the dlseipline by which it was characterised. 

The hther of young Schiller had recently been promoted by 
the Grand Duke lo the office of Inspector and Layer-out of the 
grounds at " Solitude ," and was subseqaentlj raised to the rank 
of Major. But these benefits were not cheaply purchased. The 
Grand Duke in return desired to send Friedrich Schiller to his 
HiliUry Seminary. This was lanlamounl to Ihe rejection of Ihe 
long-cherished scheme of the clerical profession. Afler mncb 
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Duke, bowever, repealed his reqaest, proposed to lene to 
Friedrich the cboieeorhisslDdiea at the Academy, and promised 
bim, vhen completed, in appololmeot ia the Bojil Serrice. 
Thrrewasno resisting* Petilioaer, whow request was in reality 
a law, and Trom whose Tavour was derived the very bread or the 
family. Friedrich Schiller could Dot and did not hesilAle to sa- 
crifice bis own wishes to the interests orhis parents. Bat this re- 
Dunciation of his young hopes and the independence oF his free- 
will , wounded alike his heart and bis pride. With grief and i«~ 
,.yn seniment, equally keen, al the age of foarleen, he 
entered the Academy as a slndenl in Jurisprudence. The 
atadies Ihna seleeled were, in themselves , snfflclently nncoO' 
genial; but to the dulness of the Law Lecture was added the 
austerity of a corporal's drill. The yoDlhs were defiled in parade 
to lessons, in parade to meals, in parade to bed. At theword 
'March,' they paced to breakfast — at the word 'Halt,' they 
arrested their steps — and at the word 'Front,' they dressed their 
ranks before the table.* In this miniature Sparta, the grand 
virtue to be instilled was sabordination. Whoever has studied 
the character ofScbiUer, will allow that its leading passion was 
for Intellectual Liberty. Here mind and body were to be alike 
machines. Schiller's letters at this lime to his friend Karl Uoser, 
sufficiently show the fiery tumult and agitation of his mind; — 
sometimes mournful — sometimes indignant — now' sarcastic, 
now impassioned — weary disgust and bitter indignation are seen 
through all. The German works, not included in the school 
routine, were as contraband articles — the obstacles to obtain 
Iheni only Increased the desire: no barrier can ever interpose 
between genias and its afi'ections. ' The love of Mao to "Woman is 
less irresistible than the lave that binds Intellect to Knowledge. 
Scliiiier stole, but, with the greater ardour for the secrecy, to 
the embraces of his mistress — Poetry, filopstock still charmed 
him, but newer and truer perceptions of the elements of Poetry 



' HoFvaiiBTBB, Schwab, fto. 
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came to him in Ihe "Gceti Ton BerllehfiiBeo'' of Goethe, with 
vhieh, indeed, commenced the great Literarj Berolnlion of 
Europe — by leaehiBg to each nation that the Irae classical spirit 
for each , mast be found In the genius of its own Bomance. He 
who wonld really imit«te Homer, must, in Ihe Chronicles of his 
iMtiieLand, find ont the Heroic Age. 

Schiller obeyed die impalse of his own frank and courageous 
mind in an attempt to regain his freedom. A strange cnslom at 
Ihe Academy enjoined each pnpil, once a year, to draw np and 
read aloud an analysis of his ovn characler. Schiller ■•., 
Mixed the first opporlunily Ibas presented to him, to 
stale that his character vas not formed lo eicel In jarisprndeBce, 
but to serte God as a preacher. The confession failed lo amend 
the Tocallon ; but finally he obtained permission to eichanga Law 
for Medicine, — a cliss for which was superadded to the oiber 
academical instmcEians. The studies for this Ititer profession 
were do donbt more coogenlal to faim than ihose of Law, and 
served, indirectly and collaterally, to enrich the stores of ■ mind . 
•0 inquIsItlTe Into the operaliona of Nalnre. Bnt the discipline in 
all stadies was the same. Hid they sought to cure htm of Poetry, 
they would have had but to drill him into being a poet ! Mean- 
while, he was bst fitting himself for the great destlay to which he 
was rcserred. He devoured the writings of those who were his 
precnrsors In German lilcrature. Wielind's IranslatioD ol 
Shakespeare fell into his hands. Nothing more strongly mirks 
the pecotiir earnesiness of bis character — the emphatic distinc- 
tion between Shakespeare and himself — than the elTeci which he 
tells us , in one of his own compositions , the great Englishman 
produced on him: — "When at a very early age I first grew ac- 
quainted with this poet, I was indignant with his coldness — in- 
dignant with Ihe insensibility which allowed him to jest end sport 
amidst the highest pathos. Led, by my knowledge with more 
modem poets, toseekthe poetio his works; to meet and sym pa* 
tbise with his heart; lo reflect with him over his object; It was 
insufferabie lo me that this poet gave me nothing of himself. 
Mahy years had he my entire reverence — certainly my earnest 
sindy — before I could comprehend, as it were, his Individ ualiiy. 



I was nol jet fil to comprebend Nalare at Qrst hand ! " Nor indeed 
was Chiller ever able, as Shakespeare, thoroughly to separate 
himself from his creations. The peculiarities oF his mind in- 
cliaed, if \htj did not limit, htm lo ^e delineatioD of grave aad 
elevated characters, and his heart, always in unison with his 
mind, ledhim tosympathiseestireiy, toheasone, wilhthebe- 
ings he iovoked — serions with hit intellect, oc ardent with liii 
emoiJons. 

His friends were few, but thejvere well selected, and they 
shared his inclinationB, if (hey hadnothisgenins, for literature. 
They formed a sort of iolelleclual fraternity. Each was to com- 
pose something , forwhlcfa all dreamed orpublicationaud fame — 
one a romance after "Wertber;" one a palhelic drama; one a 
chlTalroasimibtioD of "Goeli vouBerlicbiagen;" Schiller him- 
self (fired by Gerstenberg's "Ugolina,") atragedy, ca11ed"Tb« 
Student of Nassau." This he abandoned afterwards for one of 
which he composed sereral scenes, and ofwhlcha part yet lives 
triDsferredto "TheRobhers," vii., " Cosmo deHedicis." 

Meanwhile bis poetical talent found its first (and the nsnal) 
17Tfi 7 venUnthe corners of a periodical Magaiioe. At the 
age of siiteen and seyenleen appeared in the Saabian 
Magatine some small poems , (very jndiciously omitted from the 
collected editions of Schiller's works,) in which the imiiaiion of 
Klopstock is sufficiently visible. "0, theu was Istlll," he ei~ 
claimedlater, "buttheslaveofKlopstock!" Nevertheless, the 
Editor of the Uagazine, Balthasar Haug, fouad promise in the 
midst o[ eilravagance and bombast, aad prophesied that the 
young poet "woald one day do honour to his father-land."* 

The more his inclinations grew confirmed, the more sensibly 
he became alive to the formal tyranny by which they were opposed 
No youth was less likely (o be corrupted by Voltaire; but bitter 
was his resentment at the disgrace he incurred , when discovered 
reading one of Voltaire's works. "O, Karl," he eiclaims in bis 
correspondence with young Moser, "so long as my spirit can 
raise itself to be &ee, it shall bow le no yoke!" la fact, the 
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Ubd's mind was ripened long before the Poet's geoius. Crnde, 
hard, labonred, and eitraiagant were Schiller's earliCBt elTorU; 
but the soul from which Paetrj aprtngs as a we)i , cleafiDg itself 
the more, the farther it adraoces from its source; a soul ever 
obserranl of heautj; ever on the search for truth; eTerbraTeiu 
difficalties; ererBerce against restraint; Mat was the same In its 
large eiements, whcDtfaeBoj, in veheraenlbombast, declaimed 
against Ihe blood-stained Jaurds of a cooqueror, as when the 
Man planted the robust step of Tell on the soil of Swilierland, 
and drew forth from the obloqny of ages the virgin glory of the 
Maid of Orleans. 

At last this long and terrible couHict between Genius and Cir- 
cnmstaDce became decisive. The crj of the strong raau went 
forth. Ihe Titan moved beneath the monntain ! 



Brief rerieir of ac 

It was precisely that lime in Germany, when an Author, 
whatever his defects, might hope for a favourable hearing, provided 
his genius carried onward the revolution that had already talicn 
place in literature, and sympathised with that more dangerous 
movement which had begun to disturb society and agitate opinion. 

Id literature, the old Gallomania, which bad been for half a 
century vigorousl j opposed by sincere Poets and sturdy Critics, * 
had become almost eitinct, eicept in the smalt royal circles v here 
"Seigneur Orcste" and " Madame Hermlone"** stiii maioiained 
their ground. The German genius had already arrogated a dynasty, 
and found in Klopstock an altar and throne. What Klopstock *** 
v>roU is comparatively unimportant; what Klopstock did Is su- 
bliiife. No matter that bis "Messiah" was overrated, — that 
even hieOdesarc more tumid with cloud than instinct with Gre: — 

* A laang critics, Bodmerand Breitmgei; gmoDg poeu, Von Haller, 
and e«pecially Gdlert, 

•• Hacadlav. •'* Bom ITM. 
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BMlicr * verbal miuiciaD than a poel, * — hi'i poetical fma- 
gioalioD is doubtless frigid, and ibe veiliDMs or hisihoughia 
in Tain disgaises itself iu redundant epitheti and syllabic 
pomp: Bnt he bad two otber imaginalions besides the poetical, 
— Ibe imaginaiioo of the beari, — the imegliiaiion or the 
conscience. Ha was an enlbugiaat for his conntr; and bis 
religion. He fell like an honest man, and he wrote like a man in 
earnest. It has been Irulj observed, lliat, after Klopstock, 
"GermailS were no longer ashamed to be Germaa." If he was 
not the first abwlutelj to awaken the national spirit, he made it 
popular with the people, fashionable with ihegreat, ardentinthe 
young, solemn in Ibe pious. There is not a German poel who 
came after Klopstock, who is not indebted to him ; indebted la 
him for a German au(Uence — for that prevalent sentiment of pa- 
triolisn and devotion in the Public without which the Poet sings to 
by-Ggares, not to men. What was began bjKlopslocli, was 
continncd with profounder views and on a grander scale, by the 
illnsirioasLesaiQg.** WeiidoesBeiue"* eidaim, thai "Lm~ 
■ing was the literary Arminius, who freed the German Theatre 
from every foreign domiaalioa ; " Nor the Theatre alone — all 
German Arl was embraced bf bis vast criticism and bis vigoroas 
genius. It is impoBsible to overrate the eicellence ofLessing's 
inteilectnal natnre, and the noble tendencies of his ambition. 
Though be modesUy denied to himself the qualities of the Poet, 
and Ihongb some shallow depreeiators have echoed bis own as- 
certion, he enters even into prose with the majesty none but Poets 
can assume. In bis "Emilia Galatti," domestic relations are 
elevated into the soblimesl tragic passion. This Drama is the 
German Tirginins. No man has ever so happily eCTecled the difO- 

cnlt union of heroic sentiment with modem manners 

Greater even as a critic than a creator (and in the fgimer character 
far more popularly renowned), be served bolhtap^MArt'oits 



that he wrote, aiilwi 
" Born ins. 
"* "Zor Goehicbte der ngocrn uhOnen Lilenturla DeulKblaad. 
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trae spbcre, aad to eola^ its domain. HanlineBs wishischa- 
iacierislic in life tod io Ustes. Like Scbiller, he loved to delineaM 
Hmnsn Nature ia its nobler qnalitiee, and sympathise with its 
graver ends, rather than, like Goelhe, to dissect its inBrmities, 
or, like Wiclaad , to trifle with ilsiatereBls; — the " Werlher"ol 
the first disgDsted liim ~ the "AgiLhoD" of the list earaged. 
LessiDg tiad the Datiaaalitf of KiapBlockwithoalbia prejudice. -T. 
If Elopstock were the first National Poet for the Pnblic — Lessiag 
was the gteti national Writer for the Writers. That a l«sle for 
German Poetrf shoaid eiist, Elopstock was necessary. . . That 
Herder, Schiller, and even Goethe, should have been what thej 
were. Leasing must have lived. 

But though the influence ofLessiog was sopTofoand, It was 
not of a nitnre to be widelj popular, nor to be clearlj compre- 
hended, Mve b; its after-results: and his great career was now 
approaching to its close. He died inFebruarj, 1781, leaving a 
Pnblic prepared for manlj sentiments, for energetic purpose, for 
genial bununity , in those writers whom his mind had foniied. 

At the period we eoler (ahool 1780-1), Wieland* stood 
oeit to Klopstock in popular opinion. . . Amiable both in man- 
ners and in tastes, of mature jears and established fame, ifhe 
was less deeidedij national than Elopstock and Leasing, be was 
yet highly inSuential iu the formation of the National Literature. 
He also was a FirtI, an Originator — the First who taught the 
delicacies nf Taste to German strength — the first who taught the 
vaiions imitators of the Gallic or Grecian Muse how, without 
imitating, to appropriate — the first in whom Learning seemed 
airy as intuitive Observation ; and in whom the fancy of a genuine 
poet, and the Oueucy of a charmingnovelisi, were blended wiUi 
the erudition of a scholar, and the elegance ofa man who has 
known the world. Partly French , partly Greek — he is German 
through all; a German who commenced his education at Paris, 
and flaished it at Athens. We enter not into a discussion or the 
precise rank Wieland should assume, —•» rank too readily eon- 
ceded at one time, loo harshly questioned now. . . But his in- 
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flneDce limiled fCself to the raocj and the taste — it did not citend 
to oplDlODS — it did Dot root itself in passioos. His great derect 
was bis vaat of eaToeslnesB aod purpose. He miif cbanii and he 
maf re6oe ; but he does not brace the iotellect to masCDliae exer- 
tion , nor elevate the imaglaatiOD to loft; objects. . . At this time 
he sate od his careless throne at Weimar, raiher to receive homage 
than to govern. Bat there were dow already liboaring Into fame 
three young men; twoofirhom, atleast, were destined not only 
to wear the robes of sovereignty , but to wield the sceptre — Her- 
der, Goethe, and Johanit Hcinrich Voss. 

The minds of these three men had been formed under the most 
powerful inDuence which a Frenchmaa had ever yet eiercised in 
German;. Always prone to imitate (as a learned people neces- 
sarily must be) , the Germans bad escaped from the old Galloma- 
nia to fall Into Greeomaoia and Anglomania — while one was imi- 
tating Theocritus, another was imitating Pope. Tbe English 
Blcbardson, who, though less popular in Germany than Fielding, 
produced a far more profound impression, as, indeed, that 
greater Genius most do wherever the two can penetrate ,* may be 
seen overshadowing the large mind of Leasing btmself. The su- 
blime Clarissa, whom Dishonour so noiselessly slays, is the origi- 
nal of the no less sublime Emilia Galolti , who (lies to Death from 
even s sentiment that dishonours. But in vain Klopstocb and 
Lessing had thrown from their pedestals Racine and CorDeille — 
in vainWielandhadgiven to theGermansa more kindly if afeebler 
Voltaire of their own — a new Gallomania had seized the heart, 



' Tbe intluence of Ricbardson upon tbe llctian anil poetry at Eu- 
rope Haa DDl only vast al Ibe lime, but, enduTing slill, it musl endure foi 
ever. In vain liis language grows obsolete, in vain his minnienesa has 

the gtielt— to Ihose somewhat tedious pages turns every genius who 
aspires to rise in fiction; from them can, though with toil and studj, be 
best learned tbe an of eilracling from tbe booieliesl details (he nohlest 
palboB. Id "tUarisaa" Is beheld (bat true spirit of tragedy which first 
dispensed with kings and heioea and the psrapberDalia of the oulward 
stage — leaehing ho* ihe compass or all granileur in'fictioa can be at- 
tained by him who can descrihe ihe affeelion, and comprehend the vir- 
tue, of one bumao being. 
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and fevered Ihe bnin of the People; Greek and Britoo, aUgsTe 
wa; totbemQueneeafHoDBaRAD. Nothing u more iolerestlDg to 
one who seeks with Helvetlns U> Irace the conneiioD and sjmpath} 
between social influences aod lilerarj Usies , thao to eootiast ihe 
nug«lorj elFe'ct prodaced in England, with Ibe prodi^oas effect 
produced in Gemaoj', by thU unhealthj Geatus. Iboagb, at 
two great periods in the Hiatorf of our Literainre — thatofEKu- 
belh , and that of Anne — the [tallaa and the French writers bare 
inflnenced oar own, onr more illDstrion* authors have rather 
reprodaced than Imitated; and with Ihe single eiceplion of tbe . 
Steme-feTer. the Lilfralure of Sealiroent has ii«Tef been widel; 
sDccessfbl with onr practice] aod basy popnialion. But in Ger- 
many, always, as we bare said, prone (o imitate, no imitation 
was likely to be so cootsgloaa as that wbicb combined aentiment 
with thought. The pecaliar habits of life amongsl Ihe Germana — 
the absence for the most part of tbit active eonstilntioDBl liberty 
which, when accompanied with commercial parsnils, always 
IMids, overmuch perhaps, to harden and nuierialise tbe national 
mind — do not present to domestic life the eonnterpoise which the 
life of the Hart and the Agora effects in England. Books have a 
greater inBuence over them, especially books of reverie; the more 
theories are detacbed from real life, Ibe more sedactive Ihey 
appear. Either wholly contented with the existing stale of things, 
orwbolly amongst the clonds of Utopia — they want thai intermft- 
ditle Eljndard to which the mass of Eoglisbmen uncongeionsly 
referevery mggealion of change or project of refonn. The love of 
liberty, iostinctive to all, and especially to nations at once so 
brave and so lettered as Ihe Germans, finds that vent in the ideal 
from which it is preciaded by tbe actual. Hence , while practical 
liberty amongst the Germans is so confined when compared with 
oara, their theoretical liberty — liberty of thought, opinion, and 
speenlaiion ~ is inGniiely greater. The most religious German 
will start inquiries which an irreligious Englishman would be 
afraid to suggest : And Ihe Politician who would shrink from ar- 
guing for a Represeniattve Constitution, «111 laiurlate in the 
dreams of Republican Fralernily. Ptecis^y Ihe reasons that 
deadened the inQueuee of BoDssean in England, gaveilviuiity in 
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GcrmaDT, Yii.impraclieibiUlr in politics, ind nnwhotesoniBiicss 
JD roDHDM. Our owD acii*e life , tlial rude commoD sense wbicb 
is acquired with DWr DHtther'a milk, imidii oar vorid^wabe po- 
pulation , would teach even an ordioary Englishman the untruth 
that forms the grouod'VOTk of "Tlie Social Contract," and shock 
our sense of nature in the eloqueDce of St. Preu>. We know, 
vilhout reasoDiDg about il, that do sodal conlract ever 'etisted, 
and that DO lorer, worthy the name, could sit down to make an 
inreDtorj of fumitnn! iiTe mlDoles before his first appointment 
with the woman he professes to adore. But with the Germans tbe 
novelty of (be political theory concealed its ftlsehood; tiieseoli- 
ment of the fiction concealed its want of nature, lliere wafraueli 
in Bonseean that could not fail to charm and lo daute the Gennin 
mind, which from its own deficient eip«rienee of agilaled and 
TBrious life , perceived not his ignorance or perversion of nature in 
character and pasaioo. The Germans conld fully comprehend his 
love and his knowledge of inanimate nature; his enjoyment ol 
scenery; his passion for solitude; his power of associating the 
landscape around with emotions within. Their own fondness for 
domestic and rural life, made them charmed with the primitive 
simplicity which he held up to admiration. The vast mass of dis- 
appoinled ambition, which amonpt ao intellectual population, 
without the nultirorm vents of a tne constitution, must neces- 
sarily be engendered , found a voieeandasieklycomEartinBous- 
seaii's disgust of the active wor4d. The ^our for liberty — the 
revolutionary spirit, awakened in Germany as in France — obtain- 
ed in tbe Dreamer of Geneva a represenlalive nearly akin to the 
amiable and teuder character of the Germans. The biting mockery 
of Voltaire might delight a eourl and diarm a scholar; but tbe 
earnest and pious heart of the multitude recoiled from a spirit ib«t 
desecrated what it attacked, to open itself with dangeroas emotloa 
to a spirit that sought to sanctify what it embraced. The laughing 
pbikeopher never makes disciples so devoted as tbe weeping -one. 
With Bonsseau rose the great sect of hduanitti the school 
which seeks to lift human nature at^ve convention; which would 
extract from social life all that is harsh and tyrannous; which 
would fraternise mankind; which places the dignity of man above 



all Ihe sb<tirs aQ4 pomps bf vtaich , IlkeTarpela, (be miu hlmMll 
is crashed beaeilh (he OTiiaroea[s heaped upoD him. 

UpOD Berder, (lOetbe, and Voss, the iaCuenceof Bousseau 
produced results marvel louslf distinct. Herder* rejected all ibal 
in Ihe Geoevese was effeminale and egotistical, lo seize upoo all. 
thai was geaialaadphilaiilhropic. Id him arose Ihe (ruePreaehtr 
of Humauit;; wilh Rousseau Humanitj' was a seulimeat; vitb 
Herder it became a science. Of a mind Ihoroughlf sound and 
bealtby — of a cu](ivalioD vast and various — ofa broad common 
sense which gave life and substance to the boldes( speculations, 
Herder snatched from the weak bauds of tbe Freoch Socialists Ihe 
great cause which thej profaaed — vii. tbe Priuciple of Human 
Progress, recognised through Historj, illustrated Ihrongh Poetrj, 
and reconciled it to Beligion as the law of God. . . For Herder 
tbe Dohlest destinies were reserved. . . By profession a preacher 
— hr energ; a citiieo — bj genius a poet — bj piely and wisdom 
a philosopher and cosmopolite — all that is intellectual inmanmaj 
be Hid to \ia.iis Jlowered io bim. . . With a great inclination to- 
wards what is practical in life, which be sometimes regretted he 
bad DOtmorediligenlljstudied in itsminutix,** he combined an 
tnojocence of bearl in which lay half his strength. "Mj whole 
life," b« said once, "is (he inlerprelalion of the oracles of mj 
childhood." . . He loved to glean thoughts frooi the conjectures 
of the inbnt — ft'om the wonder of the uneducated. Hence he 
saw in tbeinfancf and youth ofnations Ihe beauty and the promise 
which historians hare overlooked. Thnshe was the first who gave 
to Poetry lis proper place in the grave and solemn dispensations of 
the world : — regarding it as the absolute voice that spoke tbe 
lime and character of a race, be brought into one vast compen- 
dium, entitled *' The Voices of the Nations," the popular songs of 
air countries. . . Amongst (he many inQueoces he lived to effect 
DpoD bis age , is (he impetus he gave to (hat tendency In (he Ger- 
luangenins, whichiscalled "Universalism." For, asHnmaoity 
loPolitics, Charily to Yirloe, Christianity to Man, soisUniver- 
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ulism to Lelten." That separatioa between ibe facuHJes — that 
diTisionofmealal labour so general elsewhere — in GerAaoj was 
broken down. The Poel stud[ed Pbilosopbj' — Ihe Philosopher 
Poetry. But most of what Herder lived lo effect, was as jet ua- 
- fdlGlled. . . He was already known as a scholar, an essayist, a 
Victorious prizemaD , an eloquent preacher -- and in high station 
and repute at the Court of Weimar. Bat still he stood apart rrom 
the popular literatare of ihe time ; and bad rather served to in- 
dicate Ihe great change destined to lake place in public taste and 
feeling, than to dispirit, bj his own renown, the ambition or 
another. 

While Koussean bad thus influenced Herder only to grand re- 
sults; tbe primitive simplicity, the pastoral family life which 
Bousseau had held np to admiration amongst the homely Ger- 
mans, had sunk deep into the mind of a rude young Saxon — Jo- 
bann Heirrich Voss," not worthy, indeed, from bis mere ge- 
nius , to be named in the same breath with Herder and Goethe, 
butstitl for many reasons, not meriting the depreciation of Schle- 
gel, and the disdain of Menzel. Low-born, self educated, a 
rigid Protestant sectarian . driven for bread to the drudgery of a 
schoolmaster, Voss is olten vulgar in bis taste, pedantic la bis 
compositions, prejudiced and intolerant fn his polemics. But 
with all, he is a true German, and a strong man. Bis services to 
his language were imraeose. He enriched it with the wealth of Ihe 
foreigner; he strengthened it wiib tbe cultivation of its own na^ 



* Herder )i a terj voluminaus writer, but Ihe cpilame M bli mind 
■nd bi< views is lo be round in bis work on Iba Philosophy of the History 
of MuDliind. The work la Dol wilboul grave [aulu. Ii is otten incorrect 
In detail; it too much follows He Melius Id foundinicaulhoritT on the Im- 
perfect aceounts of traveller* aed voyagers ; it is often diapleaifng;!) de- 
elamalory In lis (one. Bui ila povei ol generalisalion is aslonisliliig. It 
■eiies, ai wiih ihe grasp of a Riant, the immeniiiy of the subjecu item- 
braces. Few worka dfaerve so justly Ihe epithets of {uininotu and com- 
pninuiut. Readers well acquainted with tbis vork will find many of its 
ideosi eveu some of iti images , bomiwed by Schiller in bis later poema. 
tbough it would seem unconsciously. Schiller never appears lo have 
been aware of bis great ohligaliona to Herder. 

" Bom IISI, two jeari after Goelhe. 
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tioDsi resonrcesi he revived the old words of Lulheraa the lips of 
Homer and Tiballus. It is well said of Voss that his sireogth is 
ia his war with obstacles. He hewed his naj through poverty iato 
learning; tad he cat throagh rough crags* of diction, till he 
foand onl a rounl of poetry all his own. But, as jet, Voss was 
joDDg, ^ifnot obscure, atleastbutpartiallf known, — and had 
neither obtained, by harsh and ungrateful controversy, the title 
otlhe second Luther (more resembling, perhaps, a learned pe- 
dantic German Cobbett) — nor given in his "Lnise" and bU 
"Idyls" (poems most popular in Ibeir lime, and thoronghly re- 
pugnant to English taste) — ; the pastoral of a Curate's Parlour, 
and the model to Goethe's "Herman and Dorolhea." First, 
then, already in popular emiocnce, of the three we have named — 
first, indeed, of all the younger and rising generation, stood 
Wolfgang Goethe.** Nor had As then escaped, perhaps he never 
altogether escaped from theinQnence ofRoussean. Infact, itis 
the merit of this wonderful man , that his whole nature was espe- 
cially plastic and impressioaable. Every ioQnence of his lime 
stamped itself on his iotellect, to be reproduced in new forms hj 
his genius. Does the age incline to sentiment? he sounds it* 
abysses — To irony? the sneer ofToltaire seems veoomless be- 
side the icy smite uf the Bend he calls from hell, to mock at 
human knowledge, and desecrate human love! Does the age 
yearn for Pastorals and famil^ lifeT he turns from courts and the 
seventh heaven of Poetry to borrow from homely Voss ; and ruins 
him by the riches he eitracis from the loan. In his "Wetiher" 
he concentrates the history of an epoch in his country, — the 
epoch of the Bousseau Mania. But though the " NoDvelle Bi- 
lolse" is inconteslably the origin of "Werther," (hose*** who 
regard ll as a mere copy, do it miserable injustice. There is 
mote rhetorical eloquence in one page of the "Nouvelle HSIoiie," 
than in the whole of " Werther" — bat there is more natare in 
ouepageof "Werther," than in the wholeoftbe '^ Nouvelle Hi- 
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loi^e." Iq Ibis, the warmest and most actaal of all Goetbe'a 
noTels — if once overrated, dow so UDJostlj depreciated, which 
he did right to regret for its moral, which be did wrong to dis- 
parage as a proof of his geoias — lies the germ ofmnch that, in 
fiction, its Author's riper intellect matured. Here we see that 
association of homeliness and grandeur which bis enemies have 
catied "the Adornment of Commonptace." What Englishman, 
with his fastidious Classical taste , has not ridiculed the contrast 
of the Aero la the clouds-, and (he Heroine cutting bread and bat- 
ter — of the solemnilj of ddiberale snicide , and the euct de- 
scription of the lop boots and bine coat in which the unhappj man 
rushed to the dread unknown? But considered b; a higher art 
than we learn at college, it is this very homeliness of detail that 
glTes truth to romance, in proportion to its eiiravagauce. And 
this peculiarity Goethe continued, as he advanced in his luminous 
career, toinvest with inDnspeakable beauty. It is, in truth, ta 
a TCry eariy study of what, while subtlest in the essence, is 
simplest in the form, that Goethe owes (he lucid easeofhisafl«r 
style, and the popularity be secured to flights of imaginniioo 
which. Id a less artful writer, would have left the multitude ht 
behind. Here, too, we see ■ yel more distiaguishing attribute 
of Goethe , to which we hive before alluded — viz. the Inclinatton 
to describe, not so much the healthful nobleness, as the diseased 
iofirmlty, of an-ioiellectnal character. What he here does in 
"Werther," he did afterwards In "CIsvigo," in the "Elective 
Affluilies," la "Faust," and in "TasBo." Menzel, who, what- 
ever may be thought of his injustice to Goethe, demands the 
greatest respect for his honest passion for wirat is sincere and 
noble — for his vigorous sense,— for bis daring courage, falls 
Into a can! unworthy of so great a critic, when be accuses Goethe 
' of confounding vice and virtne, by depicting weak or dishonour- 
able characters as inleresling amiable. It is among the moat le- 
gitimate, and among the highest provinces of the Poet, to depict 
those conlrasis which subject him to this charge — to show vice 
Id the virtuous, aad virtue in [he wicked ; and this unquestionable 
truth in art once granted, it follows as the very condition of fiction, 
that to a hero thus selected , human interest must be given. You 
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eniDOt blame ■ Poet for making a Anltf hero inMrestiofi:, hdIks 
jan contend Ibal heroes of 6ction must he perfect' — bj irbfcb 
dogma yaa wonld at once cat off from the Poet, the whole realm 
or the Haman Heart, and separate bis ethics from the.represeDta- 
lionofTruth and Nature. ThisioTC, indeed, ofprobing the gores 
of character ~- of representing Ifae inGrmitieB of inlelleclual 
man — was not more remarkable in Goethe than Id Shakespeare ; 
who, in the whole range of his Dramas, bis never presented to 
ns a single male image of perfect virtue ; who , in Uacbeth , in 
Othello, InAngelo, inShjIock, in Hamlet (the last is so Goelhe- 
Hhe, that if Shakespeare had never cresled it one might predict 
that Goetbe would bave done so) , lays bare , with fearful preci- 
sion, the weakness of the wise — the crime of the virtnons. It is 
in vain todenjthatoar paramount interest inall these plays is witb 
the erring, or tbe inGrm. But who shall say that Shakespeare 
while interesting as in the bero , songhl to pervert onr conscience 
into admiring the defect: that jl was his object to decorate ambi- 
tioDS murder, or jealous ferocity; licentious hypocrisy, or im- 
placable rerenge; or to womanize the intellect, and emasculate 
thd will bj bU the donbta and scruples which make up the Pbilo- 
Mphy ofHamlel? — Hamlet, that great fountaiu'head of modern 
sentiment — from which hate gushed a iboasand HtuIcIs of me- 
lancholyandscepiicism; Hamlet, that perpetual mirror to minds 
fluctuatiag between the Tisibte and the Unseen, the Actual and the 
Ideal, the stern demands of uncomprehended duty, and die 
desire to escape from practical action into visionary self-con)~ 
mnne;- Hamlet, In which is shown the mysterious prototype of 
what man would be with virtue and with wisdom , but without — 
Will! 

But though Goethe does not seem to us to be blamed for fol- 
lowing tbe tendency of his genius. Into directions in which tbe 

' Or unteia you contend thai if b hero it faulty, the intlior must not 
make blia Inlcreiitlng ; but vhalaver an aalhor dom, he muK give <l io- 
leresl. So author is obliged to be dull. A mailerljr eitliDate of Goethe, 
morally and intellectually, may be fouad in an article In the Brilith amt 
Foreign Ritine, No, xzvii. , [he anlborship of whlcb has been acknofr- 
ledged by Ur. Lewis. 
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pecDliar delicacj nod snbtlely of his iDtellecl ^isnred bim sndi 
success; aod though ■ handred years hence, we believe that 
vbat Meaze) aod other depreciatois coosider immoral, will not 
mislead a single imilator, or comipl a single jouih; yeiitmust 
be conceded that the direct objecl of his works was not lo make 
UaD mare manly, and his desires more elevated. We say th« 
direct ob}tcli Tor indirectly, and sooner or later, whatever makes 
man niser, nerves his mind, and purifies his emotions: and 
there tniy be truth in the theory, that Art is lo be cultivated as 
Art; that the Beaaiitul must leOect iDdifferenilj on its banqnil 
mirror whatever Convention deems moral or immoral; For to 
whaicver is really and esseuUally vicious, Ibe Beautiful itself is 
opposed: — Cunvemioo revolts ai the eibibition of the naked 
form, but foul masi be the ImagioalioD that Suds immorslilj 
in the Teons ofthe sculptor. 

At this dale , hoirever , Goethe was sUII scarcely out of bis sp- 
prenticeship. His greatest works had not been produced. On 
his ' ' Goeti von Berlichingen," his " Werlber," and bis " Clavigo," 
rested the principal columns of the renown be bad acquired. 
These, indeed, had nnseltled the public taste, and prepared il 
for bold innovations; bntGoethebad not, like Byron, engrossed 
ibe general interest in himself, aud become the sole representative 
of a common sentiment. In that crisis of opinion and of passion 
preceding the outbreak of the French Revolutioo, qnd conlem- 
poruneous with the rise of daring speculators and profound io- 
quirers, meDreqniredsomethiogmore than the child-like pietism 
ofEtopstock, theairy eleganceofWieUnd, or that philosepby of 
sentiment — that analysis of man's weakness — so apart from 
sympathy with men's interests, which Goethe had eihibiled ia 
" Werlher"and "Clavigo," Something indeed was wauling still ; 
soDiethiug , it is Irne , which in order to be popular must neces- 
sariljparlakBof the morbid craving, the unsettled spirit, the re- 
volutionary tendency of Ibe time, but which, in order to outlast 
the hour, must also develope into fuller force, and diffuse through 
a wider public whatever in Lessing had been earnest , whatever in 
Herder promised lo be humane. There was a great muliitnde 
which as yet In Gemiaoy bad found no voice; which desired to 
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hear its OWD discanlented heart besl ia tha ]ia]sa of some passio- 
oate Anlbor, indigaant with vhAlvas false, and sjnipalbisliig 
with what was free. Never, in GermaD]', had there been a lime 
more favonrable to a writer [no mailer what his oUier defecls) who, 
shoal dering aside courts and schoolmca, should address himself 
maDrullj to men. 

CHAPTER III. 

Tlie publication of "The Bobbers." — Sehtller's life at SlullRard. - 
Hi) love for Laura — and poems in the AnLtaoJogj, — " The Robbers " 
broughl out on tbe stage. — SchiUer'a aneal. — Pears, and deter- 
rolnation to escape troni WQrlemberg. 

At this time iber; was pabllsfaed at Mannheim, a straoge, 
ragged, Gerf melodrame, in which, amidst nncoalh masses of 
eitravagant diction, — flashed a spirit true to all the InrbnleDt 
and unsettled philosophj of tbe Hour — and which seamed 
destined to anaounco and tosDJmale theBevolationofaWorld: — 
"The Robbebs" appeared, and the seDsatioii it eiciled spread 
throngh the mind ofGermaa; like lire ibrongh (1»; — nor through 
f^rmany aloDe — it produced in France the liveliest enlhusiaam.- 
ileven stirredfoitsdepths the calm intellect of England.' It was, 
in fact, the most earnest Bevolutioaarf fiction, that had jet re- 
vealed what la; hid En the Bistor]' of the Age. — What the irmp- 
lioQ of the old Germans was in tbe midst of the smooth and decre- 
pit civilisation of Some, — was the barst ot this new German 
amidst the hollow conventions which under the Ancien B^ime 
less guarded the life of Tirtue than entombed its corpse. 

"The Bobbers" is one sweeping an compromising deliaDce 
oflhe sober proprieties in which the mature see decorum and the 
yeung dissimulation. It is the baseness of tbe World that makes 
Karl Moor a criminal. II is iu proponiou to his exaggerated noble- 
ness that he is nnBtled for Society. It is because he is a giant that 
be eauDot live amongst the dwarfs. He commences life with many 
Virtues , and it is the mediocrity of life that turns ever; Tirtue into 
Sis. It is his sympathy with poverty and suffering, with the vtr- 
inous and oppressed, that has banished tbe Demigod to theRock — 
and afflicted him with the ever-goawing Vulture. 
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That a work like this, bo conceiTed, and executed with all the 
poveT which CAD whirl along Ihe passions of the crowd, mnelbare 
prodaofd a great deal of mischief at the time, maj be readily 
allowed. No man un dlBlurb the settled course of opioioo , right 
orwroDg, witbont doing evil is well as good. — Whether Genius 
iODOrates in a poem, orScienceioa maauficliire, someaindaiQ 
the one ease must be thrown Into disorder, some hands in the 
Other, thrown out or employ. But Genius and Science mast still 
obey the great instincts of their being — the one still innovate, the 
other still jDTenL In the moral Constitution ofNaiure, they are the 
great alteratives , the "Biarm'Bad," — (ibe StoroKBath actton,) 
which first fevers and convulses, then purifies and strengthens. 
Bat nothing could be farther from the npind of the Boy from 
whose unpractised hand came Ibis rough Titan sketch, than 
to unsettle Virtue, in his delineations of Crime. Virbie was then, 
M It continued to the last, his Ideal — and if at the first he shook 
the slitDe on its pedestal, it was bnt from Ihe rudeness of the 
caress that sought lo warm it iolo life. * 

The original sketch of this Drama Schitler had .completed two 
years before the Publication. But he kept it by him till he bad 
completed his medical sindies, towards the end of 17S0, end 
faeeaappointedbj theDnke todieafflceofgnrgeon toaBegjment, 
He then considered himself a free agent, and after searching in 

17S1, vein for a bookseller lo hazard the necessary eipeoses , 
.Stat. n. he pnblUhed "TheRobers" at his own cost. 

If ihepopnlarily ofthework was daziUDg, the aversion it ex- 
cited in some was as intense as ihe admiration il called forth in 
others. But Ihe most formidable critic was the Grand Duke him- 
self. This nneonth Drama displeased his laste no less than it re- 
volted his opinion. He sent for the author, and bade him in fatnre 

* Goelhe himaelt bus somewhere said, that the most universal etTeel 
ol the highest Genius ia lo lauitcli; and Geruinl; it has ev^r been ■> 
irhere ils elTect npon ila age could be irtced ~ viloesi Cervaules — Ba- 
COD — huihtr — Milton (especialll in bis prose ooriu), Stukespeare, Del 
jiudled in bis own lime, has influenced, by unsettling, Ihe literar; mind 
oF three Nalitini at Uie least : in ourowndaj, Byron and VDrdiwoTtli are- 
in their aeveral vaya, equil lonovators. 
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eschevpoetry. tod slick to mediciDe; or. If be needs must write, 
nibaiit his productioDB to ihcnvlsiOD of his Prince. It is eae} (o 
sneer at the coodnct or the mea of power to the men of genius; 
bitthe Grind Date wtsscareelf to bleme, tor there are lew in- 
diTidnals Dow-a-d«js whose taite "The Bobbers" viil not oflend, 
and we ma; judge of the ahhorrence it eiciled at that lime in 
oifaers, besides the Grand Dake , by the «ords addressed bj some 
illustrions penontge. to Goethe, "If I were a God, and deli- 
berating whether I sboold ereete the worid, and foresaw that in 
IbUwoTtd Schiller's "Bobbers" wanid appear, I wonld not create 
iL'' Meanwhile, however, the joung Poet had commenced a 
correspoDdenee with the Freiherr von Dalberg, * nobleman 
enlnuted with the soperiDteodence of the Xbentre at MaoDheim, 
and the pla; was to be remodeUed for the e^ge. Simiillaneoaal; 
appeared man; Ijricfl and minor poems of tbe Author, January. 
contribotioTis to a niseellaaj entitled "Tbe Antbo- 1T82. 
logT," and set np in coacerl with Bone of his friends. A. large 
portion of these perfonnancea, cbaraetetiaed, k is true, bf 
[Mnrer, thon^ disurled , and originalil;, thongb nncoutli, still 
bdoDged to a verj inferior and coarrn school of poetrr, known in 
GenniByby the significant title of the "Storm and Stress"* — a 
school of which some notion may be gleaned hj those who turn to 
that ere in oar own literatnre , when the servile herd of imitators 
nriiednp, on their staring canvass, the sepia of Mitbew Lewis 
vllh the gamboge and vermilion of Lord Byron. Vest of these 
Schiller rejected from the collected edition of bis works ; some of 
ihose retained have been wisely corrected and compressed, Snch 
isibejwere, however, they added to the sudden celebrity of the 
wilier. Andnow, while Germany begaa to ring wiib the ..g. 
ume nF the yonng Poet, wbal was his life? He lodged 
in a small apartmeDt, which he shared witb s young officer named 
Kapff, who had quitted the academy at the ume time. Kapff is 
said to have been of dissolute hahils," and to have occasionally 

' Tbe German pbraie ii ibui bappilj trantlaled b; Mr. Carljlt, in 
one of hi) HiscelUDcout WriUngs. 

* ScBWAB — vba ietl« lliii »ierLiDn againtl KapIT upon nHprinftrf, 
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misled hia wild and impetuous compaDion inUi some irregoliri' 
ties ; Tflvoored ihe more bj Ifae general licease of a town to which 
the eiriier eiample of the reigning Dake had giTeo a tone of mui- 
ners the reverse of austere. * Still sach irregnlariiies never ie~ 
generaied inio habit , aad were counteracted in their effects npon 
the mind b; Schiller's frequent visits to his eieelleDi famil; , the 
tender warniogs of his mother, the fortunate Darronness of his 
finances, ** the professional demands upoD his time, and that pas- 
sion for literature , with which systematic iDdnlgeDCB in dissipa- 
tion and disorder is, itistrne, not always incompatible, but to 
which it is certainlj opposed. Abore alt, perhaps, we must bs 
permitted to believe that the joong Poet was saved from more »a- 
grant and unworthy excesses, by that great pnriSer of youth — 
First Love. In the same house lodged the widow of a captain, 
whoappears, by all probable accounts, to have beee the origioal 
of the "Laura," to whom the most impassioned of all his love- 
verses ire addressed. A humorous, but somewhat Dippaul, 
friend of Schiller's — Scharffenstein — has described this lady in 
the same spirit of caricature with which he has treated of the noble 
image of Schiller himself. He says, "she was not pretty, dot 
clever; but had sometbing about her, good-natured, piqitara, 
and attractive." One of Schiller's biographers hints at unpub- 
lished accoUDls, less flattering; but what is unpublished is 
necessarily unsifted and unsupported; and we have no evidence 
whatsoever to invalidate that an wbich the Poet himself commands 
onr interest for one who could make so vivid an impression. 
Schillerwas, no doubt, at least as good a judge of beauty and of 
sense as his friend Scharffe ostein. 

It would be impossible for a critic of common sense to sup- 
pose, with certain metaphysical eommeota tors, that this love was 
merely Platonic. Platonic love. Indeed, seems to us to be al- 
ways the sickly and disagreeable sentiment of an notnanly nature. 



and, therefore, very suspFeionjieslinioiiy. Probabl; poor Kapfflived I 
most joung soldiers, neilber worse nor better. 

* HorvaEisTiH. " Mapjhk van Woliodin. 
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Bat PUtoDJc love, ia tlie Oush of jouth, is either a loalhsome 
aS'eetaiioD , or Ihe chimera of a frigid heart and a diseased fancy. 
Leasiofall men can the earnest, fervid, honest, Impetuous youth 
of Schiller be drivelled and dwindled down iato the emasculate 
laugaor of inake-belieTe emotion ! Platonic love in Schiller ! As 
veil talk of Platonic love in Burns! The poems themselves, in 
their very faults, bear internal evidence of the healthful and natu- 
ral passion of the man , which lakes poetry for its vent — not the 
imit; of the poetaster who would simulate the greai passion of 
man, in order lo obtain a vent for his verses. 

But whatever this affection , ii seems to have burned out from 
its very fierceness, and (though, years afterwards, the Poet speaks 
oflhe resignalionof Laura as the greatsacrificeofyoulh), it was 
obfiously very different from Ibal steady, pure, and permanent 
Utachment which ultimately made Ihe happiness of his manhood. 

At last, on the 13ih of January, 1782, "The Robbers" ap- 
peared on the stage at Mannheim. The sensation the primed 
pliy had produced served to crowd the theatre. Near and far, 
from Heidelberg and Darmstadt, from Frankfort, Uayence, and 
Worms, gathered the audience. The play lasted five hours. The 
success in print was trivial to that upon the stage. The fiery 
tebellioD of thought which il embodied became more startling 
when animated by the art of the greatest actors of the time, * 
tod hailed by the enthusiasm ot spectators, in whom , as etery- 
wbere in 1783, the spirit of Revolution was astir. 

We can easily imagine the impatient desire of Schiller to wit- 
oess his own triumph. He went by stealth to Mannheim. In au 

* Bfick acted Katl Moor with prodigioui cITfcI; but (hat is a part 
■bleb almoat pJa;s iuelf. IfOand, ■ man of real genius, flevated Ibe 
itisagreeable character of Frani Moor into Ihe digniiy ot an laga. His 
tepresentation ot thii pari seems to bave been one of (he mnst perrect as 
*«LI as one of the most popular triumph) of the stage. His thin figure 
■nd meagre Founlenance Bulling nell with Ibe ideal ot a tormil hypo- 
crite, aerved to increase the ictuihlj oflhe personalioo. I Aland, like 
SebiUer. »as commencing his career; he was tben about sii-aod-tweni;. 
according to Schiller's Biographers (hree-and-lventjr accord- 
ing 10 other authorities, who atate his blnh to have been iu April 17511. 
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obscnrecomer of Uie crowded house, Ihe author beheld tb« lifinf 
embodimeDl of bis own thoughts sod passioas. He saw hiDUelf 
raised at once into that luigbif power — liie mover of theheartsof 
men. He returned to Stuttf ard conGrmed for life io tbe vocation 
fais genius had adopted. "IfGermanj," he wrote lo Dilberg on 
iTth Jan. bis return , " sball one day recognise in tne a Dra- 
1782. malic Poet, I must date tbe epoch from tiie last 

But in proportion to tbe ardour of his inclinations, was the 
restraint of Schiller's actual life. At Hanuheim, be was tbe 
Freeman, the Poet; he retnrned to Stottgard to sink again Into 
the Subaltern and the Subject. Some etpressions in the third act 
of "The Robbers," reflecting npon tbe national character of the 
Gritotu gave such ofTence to the objects of tbe rude and boyish 
satire, that their complaint was published in "The Hsmburgb 
Correspondent," and, by tbe mediation of a man named Walter, 
who bore some personal grudge to Schiller , laid before tbe Grand 
Duke. . . . Tbe result seems to have been a ver; severe reprimand 
on the pari of the Duke , and a peremptory injunction to Schiller 
to confine bis studies to Uediciae — his publications to such as . 
befitted his profession -^ to abandon all conneiloD with Slates 
under other jurisdiction (meaning Uannheim) .... limiting bis 
ambition to bis calling, and his conneiions to bis country. ' Such 
a command it was impossible for a man instigated by the stronger 
despotism of his own genius to obey. Already new and vast de- 
signs were opening to Scbiiler's intellectual ambition ; already be 
bad commenced and proceeded far in the tragedy of "Fiesco;" 
already meditated a drama on the fate ofDon Carlos of Spain. The 
Futureuifedbimon to glory;— could a mere man chain him loan 
hospital? His first visit to tbe Mannheim theatre had been unde- 
tected or overlooked; he went again in the following May, and 
was put for fourteen days under arrest. Dangers now beset him ; 
dark and sinialer menaces were repeated to him by officious 
friends, and eiaggerated perhaps in their import by tbe gloom of 
his imagraatioD. But the dangers in (bemselves were real and 
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immineDt. Before his cjea wis tiieriteof the Poet Schubart,* 
eigbt jeara imprisoned lor diApleising the jetloDsieg of Power. 
.WliBt fate could seem more lerribla to oae dmak with the desire of 
liberty, and eager lo spread the wings of his genios? Stattgard, 
na;, alJ Snablan Mtnes, as he himseircorapUiDs, In a letter to 
Dalberg, "became intolerable and loathed." He conld hate had 
but small comfort from hU faniil]'. His father aa ^fet regarded his 
nototietf with dislike and fear. He was noi a prophet in his own 
eouDtrj ; nor ib faoDoor to his own hearth ; — with diggnst he saw 
all around him; — with sangaiaeself-conBdencehecaslfaiseTes 
beyond. He formed the only resolnlioD natural to his clrcnm- 
staDces, and worthy of his Independeaee: he resolred to emanch- 
paie body and sont both ; la Ilj from Stnttgard , and throw him- 
(elfon tbe world. 



Flight [ram Sul^rd — " Fieico " read lo the aelora — AdieDlarai >Dd 
waDderlDga — Schiller finds refuge at Bauerbacb — Commeaccment ol 
"Cabal and Lore." 

Amomsit SchilleKs companions was a warm-hearted .yoj 
eothnsiastic ranslcian, two years yonnger than himself, 
named Andrew Strelcher. This joalh became his confidant. To- 
gether they brooded over the fntnre — together they conceiTed and 
nursed the project of escape. It had been intended that Strelcher 
should proceed to Hamburgh io the spring of the neit year, to 
take lessons in his art, from the celebrated Bach.** He per- 
saaded his mother lo consent that the date of this jonmeysbonid 
be advanced, and the friends settled that Schiller should bear 
him company. Bnl Schiller, with all bis Ineiperieoce , and all 
bis fiery ardoar, had that strong sense with which true genlns 
prepares for the Aitfilment, even of its wildest schemes. He felt 
the necessity of providing, tram bis own talents, the materials 
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for their si^iporl. He Toald not Iea\e StaUgard till hisTngedy 
of "Fiesco" w«s nesrij completed. In that Iragedj hj his Tor- 
tuoB and hia future. He worked »l it night and daj — iilnesi 
seiied him, but the vork went oq. At lea^^h itwaBsufficimily 
(dvaDced for presealalioa to IheUaoobeimTfaeaire, and the 0|^ 
portuDitj DOW offered itself for escape. 

The city aod its aeighbourbood were astir with the visit of 
the Grand Duke Paul of Russia, and his youug Princess, niece 
to the Duke, of Wiirlemherg. Id the midst of these festivities the 
Qigbt was planned. 

It was obvional; necessarj to conceal from the elder Schiller 
the designs of the Sod ; the ipititarj ootioos and militarj dnty of 
the forDier might not oatj lead hint to forbid, but to disclose 
them. And the jrouog Poet was moreover anxious, that whatever 
the displeasure of his Sovereigu , it might fall on himself alone — 
not involve his Father. Bat his eldest and favourite Sister was 
admitted to his conlideDce. The little girl who bad wandered 
with the dreaming boy throDgb the mins of Hohenstaufen , and 
amidst the pines of Lorch, was become a woman, capable of 
sympatbisingwiih the lofty hopes of the adventurous man; and at 
last, a day or two before the meditated departure, thelrulhwas 
broken to Schiller's mother. With his friend Streicber , and the 
wife of the Stage Uaaager at Mannheim , Hadame Heier (whom, 
as well as the Director Dalberg , the royal festivities bad drawn to 
Stultgard, but from whom tbesecretwascarefullykept,) Schil- 
ler far the last time visited his family at " Solitude." He took the 
opportunity, which his father's absorption in his own account of 
the royal preparations afforded, to steal with his mother unob~ 
served from the room. After an hoar's absence, he returned — 
alone. The atfectioDaie gaze of Streicber saw what he had suf- 
fered in that patting interview, b; the redness ofhis eyes. The 
f mportSDt day was non iiicd — the 17th of September. 

Streicber removed from Scljiller's lodging a bundle , cogftain- 
ing the dress which was to be substituted for the uniform of the 
Begimenlal Surgeon — some linen, and a few books — among 
which were the works of Haller and Shakespeare. But when 
Streicber came to fetch Schiller himself— after the return of the 
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latter from his final visit to the Hospital -- he foaod tbe yonng 
EDlhnsiast witli Elopstocli's Odes io bis bands. A favourite Ode 
had given anseasoDable insplratioD to his ova muse, and die im- 
patient mnsiciin vasforced to vaitaadhear, not only the sedac- 
tiTc Ode, bnt the poem it had called forth. At last all was 
Teadj — day passed — night Mine — • Schiller had assomed his 
dis^ise — Ihree-and- twenty florins conslitaled the Poet's 
wealth — eifbt-aod-tweniy the Musician's — two tninks, con- 
tainioB boofas and apparel — a brace of pistols — and a small 
clavier (clavichord), sammed np ^e effects of the fngtttves. At 
ten o'clock, the vehicle which contained the adventurers rolled 
from Streicher's lodging to the EssUngen Gate, (Ihedarliest orati 
the City Gales) , at which the Lieutenant of the Watch was a Bmi 
friend of the Poet's. "Halt! who goes there?" "Dr. Bitter and 
Dr.Wolf, bolhboQDdloEsslingen." "Pass." 

ne escape is made. At midnight they beheld, at the left, 
the illnmiDatedLudwigsboif , like a inonnt of fire; further od, 
and at the distance of a mile from their road , they saw the castle 
of "Solttade," and all theDeighbomingbnildiDgs, lightedupin 
honour of the Bojal visitor. In the clear air, all was so distiaclly 
outlined, thai the poet could point out to bis companion his 
parent's hone: and a suppressed sigh — a soil "Omeine Mut- 
ter," escaped him I So Oed from the capital oF Wiirtemberg, 
Frtedrich ScbiUer, "empty"^~as, with little exaggeration, he 
himself has eaid, "of purse and hope;" esteemed as a rebel bj 
his Sovereign; coDdemned is a scapegrace by his fliiher; re- 
garded but as an imprudent reckless scribbler, marring bis own 
fair prospects tor a vain ambition, by his associates! — He who 
now visits that capital finds little to arrest his interest — except 
one Colossal Statue, in a broad space near the Royal palace; be- 
fore nhich his gnide will bid him hall to eontemplate Friedrich 
ScbiUer — the pride of his Fatherland! 

The travellers reached Mannheim in safety. Tbej unpacked 
Iheir boiee, and put on ibeir best clothes; it was a holiday — 
they were out of the Grand Duke'e dominions — they were free ! 
Schiller's hope wasiDhis"Fiesco." In a few sheets of paper lay 
all that was to give bread to eiistence , independence to labour. 



cCoogk 



and glorr to ambllloD. Datbei^ vis at StaUgird; bat Heier. 
the manager, received them iriih kiDdness. Wben he beard, 
with aatonUhmeal , the bold step Schiller bad taken, he arged 
the eipedieocj of id immediate letter Id the Grand Duke. This, 
indeed, Schiller had already resolTcd npon. In the small Ger- 
man Statee, the rdation betveen prince and subject is mare pa- 
Tcnlal and palriarebil, than in the larger Munarehies of Earope^ 
If the prince be more despotic , the subject cm be more ramiliar. 
After dJDDer, to which the joung friends were invited by Heier, 
Schiller withdrew into another apartment, and wrote frankly to 
his Sovereign; it was a letter at once manly and respeetful. He 
represented how impossible be found it to live npon his professio- 
nal gains as a sut^eon ; — bis income conid only be made suffi- 
cient by bis literary labours. He prayed for permission to try his 
fortaoe for a short lime out of the Duke's dominions, and de- 
clared bis willingness altimately to return on receiving his So- 
vereign's pardon. The letter was enclosed to the chief of Schil- 
ler's regiment, General Aug£, with i petition to present, and to 
support it. The neit day Midime Heier returned from StuUgard, 
with the news that Schiller's flight was already notorioas; lad 
that it was eipected that the Grand Duke would demand the de- 
livery of his person. As Schiller, however, was not a soldier, 
he could not be treated and reclaimed as a deserter; still it was 
deemed advisable that be shootd not show himself till the Grind 
Duke's answer was received. A letter from General Ang£ came at 
last; it preserved perfect silence as to the request Schiller had 
preferred, and only annoanced to him the permission, or implied 
the order, immediately to return. Schiller hastened to replyto 
tbe General, that he could not regard the Grand Duke's message 
as a compliance with bis request, which he again respectfully 
urged. A second letter from the General only laconically repealed 
the purport ofthe former one. Scbiller'a pride, his spirit of iI^- 
dependence, and bis honour became engaged. He could not 
recall the step which bad delivered bim from an lotolerable 
bondage: Ihedie wis cast, and he resolved, asbebimself has«- 
pressedit, "to eichange ihecltiienship ofhiscooolry for Ihalol 
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Meanwhile Sirelcher bad fired Ihe manager vilh bisaeeomiu 
of "Fiesco;" a da; and bour were Bted for Schiller to' read his 
new performance to the more distinguished aciors, among whom 
was Ifllaod. The joung poet comineDced his reading, — all 
liglened in' silence, — not a word of approhalion. At the end of 
the first act some slipped away; at the end of the second, ihedis- 
appointmenl grew more anequivocal; and'a quarter of bd hoar 
adefwards, the poet had lost all his lisleoers except Ifflaad. 
Heier now took aside Slreicher, and asked him serioaslf , "it 
Schiller reallf were the anthor of the 'BohbersT'" — *'Cer- 
tainlj," said the astonished friend. "Then," answered Heier, 
" he has eibansled his strength io his first perfonnance." Bat the 
mannscript was left with Ihe eiperieaced manager, and the neit 
morning, when Streieher repaired, full of painful aniietj, to 
Heier, he was accosted with "You are ngfat, 'Fiesco' is a 
masterpiece! — belter fitted for the stage than Ihe 'Bobhers.'" 
It was Schiller's Snabian dialect and his high-pilched monotonoas 
mode of declamatiDO, that had done such injustice to his ge- 
nius — s penisal of the pla; eicited Meier's warmest admiration, 
and Streieher went back to his Mend with the welcome news, 
that arrangements would be made to produce "Fiesco" on Ihe 
stage. Alterations reqairing some time were nevertheless indis- 
pensable, and- it became necessary to remove Rarther from the 
power of bis oETended prince. Warned b; lellers from SIntlgard, 
it was resolved lo pass to Darmstadt, near Frankfort. The money 
of the young friends was nearly gone. Sorely pressed as he was. 
Schiller had so tender a consideration for his parents, thai he 
wonjd not apply to Ihem, lest he might bring upon his bther the 
suspicion of conniving at his flight. With enough barely to de- 
fray the expenses of their pilgrimage on foot, the two friends set 
off one day at noon; rested at night in a village! resumed their 
way the next morning over one of the most striking roads io En- 
rope (the Bergslrasse) ; continued theirjournejfortwelve hoars; 
rested from six in the evening till miduight, when they were 
wakened by tiie dmms of a reveille.' Notwithstanding Bcbiller felt 
himself unwell on the morning, the journey was resamed; ibeday 
was serene and clear, but Schiller's sireogth failed his spirit; bis 
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slqi grev everf momeot more wearf, his cheek more pile: at 
list, oa eatei-ing a vood, he was uoable lo proceed further; lie 
laidbimselfdowQ Tor an hour's rest upon Ihegrtss; and Sireicher, 
seated on the trunk of a Iree, aaiious and sorrowful, watched 
beside him. The jioung man, stioggliQg with his destiny, may 
take heart for the future when he contemplates the picture of thai 
wearied sleeper, homeless and pennyless, but already on his 
paUi to the conquest of Desliuy itself, and the only throne which 
no revolulioQ shakes, aod no lime decays — in the hearts of men. 
They reached FrankfoK at last, and Schiller addressed a letter 
toDalhei^:— "When I lell you," he says, "Ihal I am Dying 
my country, 1 describe to you my wbotefaie. My safety obliged 
me (o withdraw in haste from Siutigard. My sole hopes rested on 
a removal to Mannheim; (here, I trusted, hy your Eicellency's 
BSsiatauce, that my new drama might enable me to clear myselt 
from debt, and better permanently my condition. This was frus- 
trated throDgh the hasty departure to which I was compelled. I 
m^ht blush to make such disclosures lo you, hut I know they do 
not debase me. If my former conduct — if all that your Eicel- 
leoey knows of ray character — can induce coDfidence in my ho- 
nour, let me frankly ask your assistance. Greatly as I need the 
aaiicipaledprofiirrom"Fiesca,",lhepiay cannot be ready for the 
theatre in less than five weeks. My heart was oppressed — roy 
poetic dreams fled before the sense of my condition. But if at the 
time specified the play could he ready, and, Itrnst, worthy, — 
from that belief I lake the courage to ask the advance of what would 
then be due. Ineedit, perhaps, more now than I may ever do 
hereafter. I owed nearly 200 florins when 1 left Siultgard. This 
gives me, Iowd, more uneasiness than all the care for my future 
fate. I shall have do rest (ill in (hat quarter I am free." 

After this letter he was more relieved ; and yet, on returning 
from the post-office to which he took it, be paused on Ibehridge, 
beneath which flows the Maine: be gazed long in silence on the 
river, and said at last, "Which is (he deeper, thai water or my 
snfferings?" But no brave man, and no true poet, can remaiu 
long despondent in the midst of a world enriched by the activity of 
bis kind , and upheld by the goodness of his Maker. The very 
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d^l of that bmlling suoe; the vessels sailing u> ind Irot lbs 
river gilded hj Ibe setting sud ; the clear evening lir ; the ft«sli 
tod cheerTQI wave; amidst Ihesmiles ofNalare, the evidences of 
IhatNalare'ssnbjngation to the will and the power flf man — theM 
gradnaHj drew bim from his sadness, and reinimaled his sonl. 
His ver; misfortunes, throwing him so whollf on bis own resour- 
ces, quickened his invention , and theneiteveniogheannonnced 
10 his friend, thai he had conceived tbe plan of a domestic pbj, 
entitled* " Louise Miller," which was afterwards completed, and 
Goallf became famons under the title of "Cabal and Love." 

A letter (him Heier arrived at last, lossy, that while "Aesco" 
remained unfit for the stage, Sslberg contd not make the proposed 
idiance ; that the work must be completed before he coutd ss; 
more. No disappointment could bo more cruel. But Schiller 
bare it andaantedly. He uttered no complaint; not one harsh, 
one indignant word passed his lips. He prepared only to comply 
wilb the condition that was Imposed. The ft-iends were reduced 
to a few small coins, when Strelcber received thirty florins, for 
which he had written to bis motber; and with Uiis aid they left 
Frankfort. Atinewas, however, first despatched to Heler, re- 
qaesUnghim to meet and agree npOD some place in which "Fieseo" 
might be completed with safety and in repose. 

Finally, it was seulcd tiiat Schiller should take np bis residence 
in an inn at Oggershelm , once more changing bis name from Bft~ 
ter to Schmidt; and here, still accompanied by the devoted 
Streicher, be shut himself up to compose bis glorioas taskwork. 
Bat so much , while most occupied, did his mind shrink from 
what was ordained to it, that, instead of completing "Flesco," 
his domestic drama of "Cabal and Love" engrossed all hie 
^ooghts and labours. Perhaps in a play which Bongbt to prove 
the tyranny and the prejudice of conventional rank, he foand 
something more congenial to bis pecniiar couditioD than the more 
elevated but less fkmiliar conception of the conspirator ofGeooa. 

* Accardlng to Hadahi tdn Volideeh [ScHtLLBK'i sister-in- 
law) he had, hawevtr, Ursilliotight of UieiDbjecl of Ibis play daring hii 
militarj arrest at gtallgarcU 
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"Ou l«o frfendfl dmed tane ehambtr , oae bed ; Uie Poet btd fais 
pUj — the UosiciaD bis instrameDt. Aod Stceicher, wbomvo 
love no less for bis self-derotioa tbaa Schiller for bis iadomilaUe 
coarage , go«Uied th« labours of his friead with the ootes of bis 
clavier. Agcio their resources vera eihausled ; i^ain poor Strei- 
cber appUed t« hJB mother for the monef iDleoded for his profes- 
^00*1 joanieT to Hamburgh. Necessilf Iben lore Schiller Cram 
the new work, and restored him to the old. Earij in riovember 
"Fiesco" VK completed for the stage. 

But Iresh disappoiuloientg availed Schiller. After the sa»- 
pense of a week, Dalberg reported oF "Fiesco" that a part of it 
was oot jet fitted for the st/^e, aod that it must either be rejected 
or iDBprofed. Nothing conid he more chilling, more lacomc, 
more heartless, to all appearance, than ihereplfof thislitenrj 
coDTlier. Schiller had been greatlf instigated ia bis flight from 
Stnttgard, b; bis reliance on Dalherg'sprofeesions of esteem and 
friendship. And now not a ward to comfort, much less a AoiiD 
to support. Before the laborious stndeut rose the sense of a cob- 
ditioo thoronghly desolate and alarming — the recolleclioo of his 
debts at StuUgard; more thanall, the remorse of baTingimplica- 
led bis f^tbfal friead in his own ruin. It is evident that Oalberg, 
with that sjmpathy which all courtiers have for the grievances of 
allconrls, r^rded Schiller as a political oSeodec, and feared to 
befriend one with whom a Prince wes displeased. 

Two resoorces were left ; first, to find for the two plafs a pub- 
lisher who would advance some money upon their probable pro- 
fits; andsecondly, to take advaolage afageaeroasoffer — aniD- 
Titation which might wel] put to the blush the ui^ard beartless- 
ness of Dalberg. 

At the Stuttgatd Academy, tbree young meo of good birlk. 
Darned von Woliogen, bad been educated contemporaDeooslf with 
Schiller. The eldest of tbese, Wilhelm, vss afterwards HUODgst 
Jiis most ioluBale friends ; their mother , a widow, in ■(raileoed 
circnmstances, bad known and admired the Poet at Stntl^rd; 
she offered bim an asylum in a small house she possessed at 
Bauerbach, aboni two miles from Melnlngen. The advancement 
of her own sons was in the bands of the Duke of Wiirtemberg. 



caniMovCoO'^lt^ 



SIm hmrded mwh hj recciTing Into her hoose the persecuted 
fogitiTe ; but the mapiaDiniilf of her friendship would not take 
the peril of ■ good ictioD into 1000001. Thither, then, SehlDer 
rwolTed to fly. AHBDoheim bookseller, Qtmed Bchwin, ad- 
vuicednpoD "Fiesea" sufficient to discharge the debt incorred at 
Oggershsim, anddetraj the eipcoses of thejaarasy taBauerbaeh. 
laa wialer'snight — the enow deep upon the ground — Ihegeae- 
nnu Streicherbtide him&rewell; or rather, do word was spokeu, 
DO embrace eichanged — a long and sileat clasp of the biDd was 
the oaij token of an affection which had endured so mochbard- 
ship, and consoled throogh so much sorrow. "But yet," saya 
Schiller's GennaDbiograpber, with simple eloquence , "the Ho- 
Bidan, after fifty years , wasGlled withgriefwbenhtreealled the 
moment in which he had left a truly kingly heart — Uie Dobleal of 
the Gerraau Poets — alone, and in misfortune." 

CHAPTER V. 
Hesfdence «l Biuerbich. 
ABaniDecembercTcning, 1783, the wanderer beheld, be- 
neath the old ruins of the Castie of Henneberg, the lights of the 
scatUredhoDSee of tbe village cfBanerbach gleaming through the 
deepeiMW, befelt, as he himself says, "like a shipwrecked man, 
who struggles at last from the wares." Here , though the family 
themselves were absent, eierylhing that could comfort and wel- 
come him, awaited. He remained unknown and secure; a book- 
seller of eminence at Meiningen (Reiowald,) who a iter wards mar- 
ried bis Siater, was admitted to his secret, and cheered bis soli- 
tude with books, and his own society. Sometimes he made a 
companion of the Steward of the property, played at chess, or 
wandered, with him, through the wild woods that sniround that 
covDtry.* Thecalm, the secarity and the solitude were, atfirst, 

* A (ingnlar aaecdote fs related by Madahe toh WoLieeiK. Oas 
daj, in hi> walk with the Bleward , Schilleb paosed In a lonely apol 
between wild roelu, and wm seiied witta a nolioo Ihati desd body lay 
below. In fact, a poor carrier had been murdered (bete, and his corpse 
bad been burled in the Tory plaoe. 
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beoeficial to his mlod ind lo his labours. Tbe Iwo p)ij« weie 
completed, BDddespilched to the bookseller, Scfavan. But now, 
his ardent imagination, haTiog thrown off its lasts, begao to prejr 
upon itself. He passed, though Tor a short time , and with reluc- 
laace , JDto Ihtit stale commoD lo all good men , io proportion to ' 
' their origtoal affection lor their ^eeies — mitanthropy. No 
man ever vas, in reality, a raisadlhropa , but from too faigb 
an opinion of manldnd, and too keen a perception of ideal 
virtue. "I had embraced," cooiplains Schiller, "half the 
world, with reelings the most glowing, to find a lump of 
ice within mf arms."* Tbe wild and desolate aceDerr aroood 
him — tbe dreariness of winter ~~ served to increase tbe gloom 
that seiied him. His prospects were, in reality , SDchasmighl 
render tbe hardest sensitive, and tbe boldest aniians. The pre- 
sent might be safe, bnt at any moment be might be cast again 
npon the world. His gralitode to bis friends made him feel that 
bis asylum must be resigned the moment the Grand Dnliediscover- 
edit. And, evenasitwas, conld his spirit long bear the thought 
of dependence, obscority, anddisgoise? Still, he was without a 
conotry, sUll wilhoat a career. He seriously thought of aban- 
doning poetry, and returning to the medical profession; sorafr- 
limes Ibe wilder notion of eiile to England — to America — pos- 
sessed him. This state of mind was, perhaps, fortunately in- 
vaded by a romantic and hopeless fancy, rather than tbe love for 
which be mistook it. 

Madame von Wolxogen visited Baoerbacb. 

InCharloite, theyoungest danghterofhisbenefactrcsa, Schll- , 
ler found animagelo replace bis Laura. He could not eipeci en- 
couragement from the mother, ttordoesit appear that his attacb- 
ment was relnrned by Charlotte.' but he was at diat age when 
feeling is easily awakened, and as easily misunderstood by the 
heart which feels it The love of jouth, beCjre it settles for life) 

* Staortl; alter this period, on fail seulemani at Hinofaeim, be an- 
nouDced his inlenlion o( translatiog SnAEBiPKABK'a "Timan," and iaj* 
" In alt Shakeifkabi , tbere is no piece in which he more loudly asd 
eloqnenilj speaks la my heart — or id wbicb I have learned mora o( Uia 
Science oF Life." — Hnaiii. Thal. Hen 1, S. U. 
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hovers oTcr all lo whom tbe faecy aUnres it. The Cupid , wi4 
theeipaaded wingB, and the arrow oq Ibestriog, is but Ihefalse 
Anleros: — In the tnieEros, theviDgsarefolded, aadlhebow 
isbrakeo. CerUinlj this was the most critical period in th«life 
ofScbiller, moral and in(«lleclual. iroewpersecaliaDs, whether 
efpowerororopiQ[oD, had dow befalleo him, itisatleastdaubl- 
ftal wbelher he woald have ever attained to a naine et once so re^ 
vered and so beloved ~ whether indigaalioD and disgust might 
not, in a spirit so proud and bo impetaous, have ripened into 
pemuDeDl dafiaoce of the world, and its existing orders and 
forms. * Who shall saj' whether it would have been in the power 
ofSchilleT, in the nature of man, to have preserved tbe genial 
pnrilT and kindliness which bad been Ibe early concomitants and 
softenersof his restless and fiery genius, if, at this moment , be 
had nndergone from the public of his fatherland , the same hor- 
rible calnmnyaad injustice which, in the anguish and the trial of 
eiistence, hooted Byron inlo exile? Nooe of tbe earlier writiogs 
ofByron can be compared for a moment, in their offences against 
settled opinions, to those which the youth of Schiller sent forth, to 
agitate society and inS a me the mind. " The Kobbers," "Fieaco," 
"Cabal and Love," are, one and all, defiances of Prescriptioo. 
The revolutionary stamp is upon each. To ordinary observers, 
they might well appear the more dangerous, from the systematic 
purpose which seemed to pervade [hem all. In England, sucb 
works would have given impunity to the slander of literary envy, 
and the bigotry of political bate. But there was a nobler temper 
in tbe German public; — there was given to Schiller what, despite 
the greater temptations of birth, and beauty and fortune, was 
never conceded to our immortal countryman — the allowance for 
unsettled yonth and imperfect education ; — and tbe result should 
be a lesson to the public in all lands : Hia manhood was the splen- 
did redeemer of his yautb. 

Suddenly, in the midst ofScbiller's aniions gloom and con- 

' "Oh!" be eidaims, in a leltcT to MaD.tHE von WaLzaeiiN, 
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iicling emotioD* — at dia lerj moment wheD hTpochondrit was 
fast dirheolDg otct his faeart and oanerving bis iniellect — the gnn 
broke ODt upon him. The Duke of Wiirtemberg, vhO(e rtsent- 
mcDt never Mems to have been uogeDeroui or Tiadictive, tacillj 
leliDqaifihed all thoDghU of persecatiog a mao in whom the vhde 
of Germany began to feel ■ roiUBnlic interest. The courtier Dal- 
berg perceived that Ibe lime was come wbea, irilhout imprndence, 
be might bring to the aid of his theatre the author of the most po- 
pabir drama of the time. He invited Schiller to Haonheim. The 
joangPoet'splajs were to be produced upon Ibestige — llheob- 
jectof an ambitioD, modestaslo temporalraeans, vast as to in- 
lellectual empire, was attained. He vras appointed, with a filed, 
(lioBgh very limited salary. Poet to the Theatre at Haonhelm, 
then the first in German;. On the evening of the 22d Julj, 1783, 
he arrived at the town in which the foDodaiions of his dramatic 
glory had been laid ; and, atthehonseofMeierhe wasoncemore 
beheld; but, this time, with a cheerful aad radiant eoDDtenaoce 
— by his fUthful Streicher. 



BeBidcnCB al Hinnheim. 
BcT (( is one thing to print a drama — another to represent it. 
"Fiesco" still regnlred great alterations to adapt il lo the stage. 
Oae essential cause of the Ibea^eal sncceas of Schiller, was the 
earnest readiness with whlchhelent himself to the sufigestloos of 
practical criticism. He was not like many of onr young anlbors 
who write for the stage, and will not sacrifice a passage to what 
ther call the arrogant ignorance of managers and actors. Unless 
the Poet obtains and follows the advice of minsger and actor, be 
may depend upon it that he will never command an audience. 
While employed upon the task of revising "Fiesco," and its com- 
panion Drama, Schiller was seized with fever, which eihausted . 
his strength and protracted his labours. But, in nothing is Schil- 
ler more an example lo us than in his Iron perseverance and dili- 
gent induslrj. These were the very elements of his genius. Per- 
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tiapi tbej >n lo of all genius that accampKsheswbitf* great aad 
Usiing. Throi^h «ukii«sa and tbrough sickness he toiled on. 

"Fiesco" was Dot so succeSHrai ii HBaohelm as bad jyg, 
been anticipated. Scliiiler complained Uiat Uie public of 
the Palatine could not understand It; thit 'with Ibeni RepuMlcan 
Libertf was an emptf sound. But, in BctUd and Frankrott, it 
produced a considerable sensation , irliich reacted on the Hann- 
heiin audiences, and soon secured its Tame. It iras followed, in 
Harchoripril,* by'Cahal and Love," which obtained the most 
briOtant recep^oD. 

On the Drat representation of this drama Streicher found his 
reward for all his friendship. He sate bythesideofSchiller; he 
beard the rapturous applauses it eidted ; he Mw all ejes turn to 
Ibe Poet; he bad shared the adtersity ~ he participated in the 
triumph."" 

Siguier's eiisience was now assured. He had found a connirj, 
as well as confirmed his tame. He was acknowledged a subject of 
the Elector Palatine. He had do longer anj eause of apprehension 
from the Duke of Wiirtemberf. He was electedamemberoftbe 
German Lilerarj Socielf eslablishedalHaanhetin. The circle of 
his inlimalfls was thus enlarged amongst men of the same pur- 
sitfU. and bis ambition correcledand guided, by compaTison be- 
tween himself and others. New resoarcet were opened to him ; 
' aDdhie ambttioo could not readily settle upon any one of Ibe onme' 
r«i» objects by which It was allured. He proposed at first totnns- 
lale"Timon of Athens," and "Macbeth," but ultimately returned 
to "Don Carlos." This was the first drama , commenced in the 
rellrementofBaoerbacb, wblcb be had attempted in verse; and 
herein he first ascended, though with an uncertain step, towards 
the higher and purer realm of Ideal Fiction, in which his genius 
filed its home. A marked change, indeed, was now risible in 
his modes of thought. He took loftier conceptions of the aims and 

* On the Slh ot Mircb , aococdiiiE lo Scbwai ; jomevhera in AprQ 
according lo Hoifhiistib. 

'* At tbs end o( the second act the audience i touted applauie, to 
much mace emphaiieally than uniat, Ibai ScblAr, taken bysarprlie. 
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dotlM ortbe Poet. He iMcame mre oribe monl deficiencies of 
"die Bobbers;" be mediuted a sequel lo that pU;, irhich shonld 
be ID ample apologj for lis predecessor, aad in which "ail tm- 
moraliij sbonld beresolTcdinto the highesi moral."* HereaS' 
sumed his earlj instiDCts of the preacher; not indeed as Iroin the 
pulpit, bat fVom the boards. Helalddovn to others and to him- 
self (he pnnciple, that the Stage should take its rank with Uie 
Charch and the School amoDgst the primary institntioos of a state. 
Id proportion as representaUon must be more vivid than dead 
hook-lore and cold narralioD, so assnfedlf might he think tliat the 
stage should work deeper lessons and more lasting, than mere 
moralising systems." Whether he did not over-estimate the pos- 
^hle Intlnence of the theatre in modem times, maybe reaso&ably 
doobled. But that very eiaggcration conld only serve to pnrify his 
ambition and elevate bis aims. 

Meanwhile, bis pecuniary circumslanees , though improved, 
and though, perhaps sufficient for a strict economist, were not 
adequate lo the vrants of a man so liberal , so oharilable , and so 
caridess of detail and method. Wrapt in his Ideal realm, he 
fOi^t the eiigencieB of Ff actieal life. ' Rogarth ,' says his hio- 
graphef, 'might have been inspired by the disorder of the yonng 
Poet's chamber.' His debt al Stuttgard still weighed upon him, 
till at length bis landlord lent him the money to defray it. He re- 
solved upon new efforts to emancipate himself from all difficulties. 
He undertook a periodical called the "Hhenlsh Thalia," from 
vhieh he anlicipated lo reap an independence. In the announce^ 
mentof this work he spealis thus of his own views am) hopes: "f 

write as a Citizen of the World who serves no prince. 
Ijg^' Early I left my father-land, eichangiog it for the great 

world, that 1 only beheld at a distance, and throi^h a 
glBM." He proceeds to speak of his education; his poetic en- 
thusiasm; his "Robbers;" bis flight from Wiirlemberg; and 
thos continues: — "All my former conneiions are dissolved. 
The PublichasbeuHne myall, my study, mysovereign, andmy 

* ScH«.iim'i Briefe an Dalberg, S. Si, Ac. 
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coDfidani. To Ihe Public aloae benceforth I belong. Before this 
tribmwl, iDdihisUibiuulODij, I take m} sUad. Sometbtogot 
greaineas Itovers aier me is I reaolve to knov no restraioi bnt (be 
seDtence of tbe world — appeal to DolhronebullbesaulofHaiiV' 
This frank and stately egotism was IhorongUj cbaraelerislic 
of Schiller. And Iho reader wiil readily onderatand how mucb, 
as in the case of Bjtod, the admiratioD for the Poet beeaine as- 
sociated with iDterest in the Han. Gnfe men, whom he knew 
nol, wrote to offer him their homage; fair maidens, wbom be 
had seen not, traosmitled lo him their miniatures. But id the 
midst of his labours and his iucreasing fame, bis heart was ionel;. 
He piaed for love and for female eocietj. In the bustle of the 
town he recalled with a sigh the retirement of Banerbacb. For- 
getful of the gloom which had, there, so ofleu overshadowed bis 
solitude, he looked self-delndingly back to the winter months be 
had spent amidst iia gJoomj pines , as amongst the happiest of his 
life. The image of Charlotte Ton Wolzogen bannted bim; bat it 
was rather as tbe ideal Egeila of the Njmpbolept than as the one 
living womao who rendera all others charmless and indifferent. 
"To be linked to one," he sajs, "who shares with db jof and 
aorrow; who meets ns in oar emotions, and supples to our hu- 
mours; at ber breast to release our souls from tbe ibonsand dis- 
tractions, tbe thousand wild wishes and nnruly passions; and 
drown all the bitterness of Fortune in the enjoyment of domestic 
calm; — ab! sncb were Ihe true delight of life." He proposed 
openi; to Madame von Wolzogen for her daoghter Charlotte; but, 
thoroughly couvinced at last of the hopelessness of that pnrault, 
his desire for love in the abstract soon found its object elsewhere. 
Margaret, tbe daughter of Schwan the bookseller, was one in 
whom-he might woo an equal, and reasonably hope to findare- 
tara for his affection. Sbe possessed great personal beauty , and 
a lively turn of mind; 'rather devoted,' say, with somemaliee, 
the good German biographers, 'to the world, to literature, and 
to art. than to the tranquil domestic duties.' Sfae was then nine- 
teeit years old, and Ihe death of her motber had placed her at 
the head of the bousehold. Schiller's literary intercourse with her 
father necessarily drew him mucb into her society ; and abool the 



1785. 



■otnmD of 17S4 , ibe fiilr Hai^uet gointd possession of a beart 
still somewlut too inOamniable for constaiie j. * 

Wflh the new love be Tesomed the new drama ; aod the pes- 
siOD for Margaret baras in manj a line which prodsisis the affec- 
tioi) oftheiU-faled Carlos- But Dewcircnmslaaces began to coo- 
spire against the repose of Schiller, and his coatiaaance at 
Uannbeini. Theperiodical he had commenced, withont 
greatif in creasing his resoiirceB, embroiled him with the actors. 
Those worlhf personages were mightilj concerned al the freedom 
ot his criticisms ; hs in tnio wis do less aggrieved by tbeir slo- 
venly repetition or his verses, and their irreverent ireaimenl of 
himself. His ambition had been diverted into new paths , bj the 
digoily of Councillor** ofibeDuchfof Weimar, conferred npon 
him bj the Duke, who in a visit to Mannheim had granted him an 
audience. The honour in which literary men were held in ths 
conn of Weimar inflamed his imagination. Be bad not jet en- 
tirely resigned the practical world for the ideal ; and in Schiller, 
despite his want of economy and method , there were talents and 
capacities which were not restricted solely lo the pen. One of 
those who knew him best sajs of him , no doubt with troth , " that 
if be had been wilhfadd from the destiny of a great poet , he could 
not have failed, perforce, to have become ■ remarl^able man of 
action." *** For action Schiller certiinty possessed those peculiar 
qualities which nSually eosnre success in a career once fairly 
opened — qualities rather moral than iniellectnal — iDdoroitabte 
will — the power of earnest application — inflexible honour — 
and a strong sense of justice. 

* It ippeara, iDdecd, thai in Ike interval Scbillir had admitted 
the inlliience of aame wilder and leu rcBoed pasaioo than either Hih- 
OiBET Sehwan or Chahloitr toh WoLiaGiH bad jni|iired, and to 
■hlcfa he alludes with frank ret^rel, in a letter some seiri atlemrdi lo 
the ladr whom be married. The object of this passing faccj hai ap- 
piientl; balfled the reiearch ol hla biogcapbers. 

" A merely nominal dignili — but it ii diffieull farm EnglisbniBn 
10 camprebeod th« eagerness with vbich these p«tty dlslincliaos are 
SDu^l foria Germany. 

■" ScBABrFBDaiiiM. Al slater period, Gdithi eipressed ibe 
same opioioo. 
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The rank of Councilior lo Ibe Duchf of W«liD>r Itius opeoed to 
him a path more illuring iban Ihal ia which he passed , not onr 
the flcwcrs his youth had faDcied, as Poet to a Theilre. AHer 
much consullatiDii trilh some friends ntLeipsic, and with Schiran, 
and ID the midst of all kinds of disgusts and difflcullies in his re- 
sidence al Uannheim , it was determined that he shonld remove lo 
Leipsic. He resolved there to devote himself to Jorisprudefice, 
tad lo usePoelrj, if ve may borrow the admirable saying of Sir 
WallerScoil, "ashisslaff, doI his crutch." He commanicated 
these inlenlions to Streicher, i^ho shared his new eothusiasm. 
What might not so much induBtr]', in a mind already exercised in 
severe thought and arduous studies, accomplish in a few jearff 
Some honourable appointment at the least in one of the small 
Saion Courts. The friends grew warm over their hopes, and 
agreed at last lo suspend all correspondence lilt the Poet was Mi- 
Qisler, and iha Hosician Chapel Master! Thus ends — amidst 
new projeeis , and on the eve of a new flight — the First Period iri 
(he life and career of Friedrich Schiller. 

He was onlf in his twenlj-siith year — and how much had he 
effected ! His name was already a household word in , ~g, 
Europe. His genius had not been stationary; the most 
marked improvement in taste, in thought, in self-cultivation 
distingnisbed his more recent from his earlier compositions. 
Even at this lime , the genial and gentle Wicland had prophesied 
Ibat Friedrich Schiller would be the first man of his age. The 
very misfortunes, the very errors of his life, had served to aug- 
ment Ibe true knowledge of genius — vix. experience of the heart 
— its sulTerJngs— its passions — its infirmities. In "Fiesco," 
as iu the "Robbers," there Is much that is distorted and eiag- 
geraied, but Uie characters move in a far higher atmosphere — 
the language is chaster and more severe — the descriptive pas- 
sages want nothing but rhythm to have the beauty and the charm 
of Poetry. All the men are drawn on the large scale of Heroes. 
The magnificence of Fiesco, and the austerity of Verrina, are no 
doubt coDtrasled with loo disliocl a force For the delicacy of Art, 
but the fault is that of a Giant, who has not yet learned to subdue 
and regulate bis strength. More promise of real and permanent 
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Mcellence Ib to be fonnd ia "C«b«l sod Love;" for, to ideiliae 
common life is impossible, bat to those who hne elread} per- 
ceived the greet troths In vhlch high f oetrj moves end breellies. 
IntiieBe pleje, the iaQaenees which we heve noticed iocnr brief 
Bhelch ofthfl stale of German Literature are visible. Through the 
lurid iih) itonn; pbsniaslea of Freecli republicaoism — through 
the hai; mists of Bonsseen's psssiODaie sentwieat — m« j yet be 
discovered glimpses of the robust Hunuoitf of Berder — the 
noble earaestaess of Lessing — the last espeeiallf. "Emilia 
Galotti" speaks in the Domeslic Tragedj' of "Cabal and Love," 
■ad its Odoardo transfuses lomething of his high spirit into the 
Tetrina of "Fieaco." Yet Guar Infljcnees thu eveo these were 
now at work vpoa a mind ever shooting oaward, or moDDtiof 
upward. ThesladTof Sfaahespearo — necessahljr ialense to one 
meditating the Iranslation of "Timon" «id "Macbeth" — led 
Schiller not indeed to imitata a geulas wholly dissimiliar to his 
own, bntlo ponder upon those attributes wilhiB hia reach. He 
begin the transition from what ma; be called the passionale and 
decUmatorj drama* to the intellectual and analftical. Be says 
of the Hero of the Tragedy on which he was now eraplofed, 
■'Carlos has Ae son) frtm Shakespeare's Hamlet — the palse 
Ironiiiie." There is Utile in common, itlstne, between Carlos 
and Hamlet; bat Schiller had made a great progresa in his con- 
ceptions of Art, wheohestudledeHamlet, to create s Carlos. 

But ia Ibis, as in the several periods of his life, the mirror of 
hit heart and bis genius is to be found in his minor poems. In 
their fervour and euggeration — their beauties and defects — 
lives immorlatlj the fooih of Schiller. 

* iDwhiohOHTEegliib "VmioePreierved" laalaaostnuurpessctt. 
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SBCOHD PEBIOD. 
BchiUer'i irrlTil al Lglpsie — Preposei In Hirgaret Sekwan — R«< 
moves 10 DregdflB— Hi* tublu, tludlea, Ac. — HiiiBtalutUon, and 
deptrture tar Welnur. 

SCMitiBK antred «l Leipiie la the midsl of its (Udom Fair. 
His Mine waa loon braitcd abroad , and tho Ihrong pi«ss«d to Mt 
bim. Bat Ihongk Schiller wai not without (het aoble Taniij wfaich 
pants for applause , lod tikMenjofmeDlliimiowa, Ihecuriosilj 
oFldlers conid onl J offend hiitaet«, and woaod bia pride. "It la 
■ peciiliar iMag," he says, writiag to Scbwan, ■■(o bare ao 
Anther's oame. Tbe fev men of worth and mark wbo oa this ac- 
coaotoiref their ae^naiHlance, and whose esieeacoDrerspleasare, 
ar» loo grtatlj oDtweighed by the swarm who, lifae fletb-flim, 
huzzaround the AalhorasamoBBter, aad claim him asaeolleagDe 
OD ike atrCDfihof a few sheets ofblatted paper. Mao; cansot get 
it iato Ibeir heads that the Aoihor of the "Bobbers" shoald be 
like taj other mother's sod. Hie; expected it least a crop , tbe 
hoots of a postiliOB , and a haDtlDg-whTp ! " — If Ihef did oot ei- 
peetMOre than thai, SchfHer was better off than most Jkuthors — 
Trom iriiom tbe nsaal demands of the public are the beant; of 
ADtiooHS, tbe maBoersorCfaeReifield, ^etpiritofLauiuD, tbe 
Tirlae of Zeno, IbegtllaMrjofGrammoDt, and thesmallaccom'. 
plishmeots of Criehtott ! 

Meanwhile Sebiller coDtiDoed his conb-ibotioDS to "Tbe 
Tbslis ," ifl which a cooaideTabLe portion of " Carlos" appeared ; 
liboared with asaiduiiy al the completion of that Drama; and com- 
posed, in • baffT nomeDl, "Tbe Hymn to Joy," by far the 
noblest poem be bad yet achleted. Insensibly the more worldly 
smbitioD with which he had quitted Maanhein , died away. Tbe 
profeisioo of Jurisprwdeoce was not adopted; bnt, still anifoni 
to found a Utelibood spoo some basis more stable than LHcnlore, 
bemeditatedarelurn toMediciae; and encouraged, perhaps, by 
the oUeaiioD and respect bs received at Leipsie , be ventured now 
lo demaad tbe hand of Margaret Scbwaa. After a preAce at once 
d* 
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modes! and manlj, he thQs opeoed bimseir la her falher: "My 
free and un con strained access lo your bouse, afforded me ibe 
opporlunUy of iotiinate acquaintance with your amiable daughter; 
aod the frank kind treatmeDt with which both jou and she ho- 
Donredme, tempted mjfaeari to eoiertaia the bold wish of beeo- 
mingjoarsoii. Hy prospects have hitherto been df m and vagoe ; 
(hej begjo Don to alter in my favour. 1 wilJ strive with more cod- 
tiauoug vigour when the goal is clear. Do joa decide whether I 
can reach it , wheo the dearest wish of my heart supports my zeal. 
Yet two short years, and my whole fortune will be delermiDed. . . • 
The Dnke of Weimar was the first person to whom I dlseloBcd my- 
self; his aoticipatiog goodness, and die declaration that he took 
■D interest in my iiappiuess , induced me to confeas that that hap- 
piness depended on a union with your noble dan^ter. He ex- 
pressed satisfaction at my choice. 1 have reason to hope he will 
do more , should it come to the point of completing my happiness 
by this union. I shall add notiiing furlhtr. I know well that 
hundreds of others might offer your daughter a more splendid fate 
than 1 at this moment can promise her; but that auy other heart 
can be more worthy of her, I venture to deny." * 

A bookseller is generally the last person to cboose, asbis son- 
in-law, an Aulbor. He has seen too much of the vicissitudes of 
an Author's life , and of the airy basis of an Author's hopes ia the 
future, to be flattered by the proposals of a suitor, who finds it 
easier to charm the world than to pay the butcher. He wrote to 
Schiller a refusal , implying that his daughter's character was not 
in unison with her wooer's. Till then, a correspondence had been 
carried on between Uie young persons; this, Schiller properly 
and honourably now broke off, to Margaret's surprise, and ap- 
parently to her grief, for her father had not communicated to her 
Schiller's proposal, — a discreet r^rre which seems to prove 
that be did Dot reckon on bcr free acquiescence in bis reply. The 
friendship between Schiller and Scbwan, however, still coDtinaed, 
and the remembrance of Margaret never nhelly faded from Schil- 

:t from Cakltli's 
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Ict's heart. "Like sH nobleandrasDlf natures," sajsHadamt 
von Woliogen, "Schiller ever retained an aflectionsle rernem- 
branM of the woman who had inspired him with tender emotion. 
These recoUectioDS moved him alwajs, bni ne rsrelj spoke or 
Ihem ; Tot loie with him was always earnest and aulemn ; not the 
seogaal and Scklc boy, bat the young Divinity, — who oniles bim- 
setf with the Psyche." 

Perhaps, to dissipate bis disappointment by new change, 
Schiller yielded to the invicaiion of Trieods be had secnredet Dres- 
den, and at the end of the summer he repaired to that city, and 
made a home in the house ofKtirner, lately appointed Councillor 
of Appeals* (Appellations-Rath), and newly married to Minna 
Stock, an enthusiastic admirer orSchiller.** 

KOnier's honse was placed on the banks of the Elbe, near 
Loschwiti. A summer-hODBC in the garden, surroanded by vine- 
yards and pine-woods, was soon surrendered to the Poet, and 
became bis favourite retreat. Here "Ban Carlos" made elTeetive, 
ihoagh not rapid progress. This Tragedy , tbe first (as we have 
before observed), in whicb Schiller superadded the pater form 
and tbe more refined delineations of Poetry to the vigour and etTect 
ofthnDrama, put the seal apon his feme. Hitherto, withailthe 
admiration of the many, he had not won to himself that more 
dnrable, Ibsl more enviable repotalion, which is maintained and 
confirmed by the graver few. Bat judges, tbe most critical and 
refined, shared for "Don Carlos," in the closet, tbe enthusiasm 
it eicited on the stage. 

But, whileengagedin tbe completion of this Drama, Schiller's 
prodigious activity had already extended the realm bis genius was 
destined to subdue and overspread. Besides the sketch of a Play 
— "Tbe Misanthrope" — never finished, he conceived the idea 
ofhia Romance, called "The Ghost Seer," and collected mate- 
rials for the historical works he began to meditate. For History, 
indeed, bis mind was already prepared by the earnest and thought- 
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fulUndj of character, udof IhephiliMOphf of eventi, vkichhad 
hwA brought lo bear oa "Dod Cirloe." And dow thiereitleM 
and «T«r-iDqulhDg mind arrived at Ihat stage Id which , bdweea 
Ibe enihusiuin of jenth, and the wisdom of maDhood, La so 
ofleo placed the mnsiiioQ-iciertfl at Doubt. That iateniitjF 
of Ttligioiu tiiilh and coaTicii«ii whieb bad characterised his 
boyhood, had, perhaps, been somewhat itmg,blY shaken bj the 
baid bigotr]' of his teachers at the StnUgard Academj ; but tbere 
is evidevee to show that it existed duriog the composition of "The 
Bobbers." Amongst his earlier Poems is one called "Letter from 
Julins to Bapbael, from an unpublished BomsDce." This Ro- 
maace afterwards look the shape and title of "Pfailosophicil Let- 
ters between Julius and B^taael," of which ouljaft-aginenlwas 
prialcd,biitiQ which the iccpiicism oflbeAuthoTisfiratappareDi, 
There it do doubt that this work was remodelled and Tewritieo 
during Schiller's sojonra at Dresden , and iw reason to siippoM 
that, in lt« earlier form, it contained tbemaUer for juatoffence, 
subsequent) J admitted. 

In Ibesa letters appears a crude and wavering conOict between 
Spinozlsm and Santlsm. With Kant'i great work on "Pure 
Beaton," Schiller seems lo bsve been Bret acquainted, bnt unlj 
b; hearsay, at Leipsie or Dresden, between IT 85-S7. II was not 
till some years afterwards, In 1761, that he studied K^nt at Ibe 
foontaio-bead , and learned from him, if not a precisely orthodoi 
Christianity, at least that ideal and qtiritual Christianity, to which 
the great German has led so many, who would otherwise have been 
lostin the pathless wilds of Infidelity. Butnow, much that Schil- 
ler composed, shows the doubt and conflict of bis mind — a state, 
to one so coDstitutionally devonl, of great anguish and despon- 
dency, and to which, in bis later writings, be has many solemn 
and pathetic allusions. In the "Philosophical Letters" is to be 
found the illogical jet brilliant Fallacy of Pantheism, which be- 
wildered hopelessly the far smaller and more erratic intellect of 
Sheliey, bnt which conld not long delude the robust understanding 
of Schiller. In the Poems which the reader will find iranslaled 
and classed under the head of The Second Period , the conflict is 
visible, though subdued. It was in conformity with (Us state of 
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mibd, that Scblller — !a vbom tlia inlelleci iras no less Strong 
than Ihe isMgiiiaiioii — shtmld turn to that posiliye *Dd actual 
SomelhiDg wfaieb is rotiiul io the eiteraal bistory of man. Ftans 
loo large for one wtiter to acconqilitb, hovered be rore bis ambi- 
tion — some blitory (hat might be to Practical Narrative what the 
vast coDceptioD of Herder soggested to (be thttyrj in which BEstory 
^onld ho told. 

He meditated, and in part andertook, what, indeed , if ever ac- 
complished suitably, would be one of the greatest Records in the 
world — 'AHislorjofsllihe more remarkable Coospiraefes and 
BeroIutioQS of Hodera Times.' Meanwhile, bis private life had at 
once its charms and its sorrows. The love of solllnde still clung ta 
him. He was seen in the morning, wandering along the hanks ot 
the Elbe, Ihongbtlut and alone ; or, like Byron at Venice, when (he 
lightning Dashed and the siorm burst , tossed in his gondola upon 
the waves. He disliked, and sooght to shnn, mlscellaneoDS, 
and especially what is called fashlonahle society; he carried his 
earnest mind, and his love of freedom, into all circles, — 10- 
patient of the talk that was friroloas , and the etiquette tlial wat 
r^straiaed. But be generally devoted some portion of Ihe day to 
Ihe interchange of mind with the congental; — artists, men of 
letters, or even those who , simpleandnnaffected, inieresied his 
heart, If they cooid notappeal to his intellect. 

Shy and silent in the crowd, he was eloquent with (hose Eimi- 
iiarto him, and his conversation was yet more charming from Us 
simple kindliness, than from the stores which it displayed; this 
was the bright side of his private life, — Ihe reverse of Uie medal 
isonly darkly shadowed ont. Before bis visit to Dresden, Schiller 
had formed an acquaintance with a young woman named Sophy 
Albrecht, intended for the stage ; he had taken a strong interest 
in her professional career, and he met her again at Dresden, as 
one of the most celebrated actresses of the day. He visited at her 
house on familiar terms, and there, one cveolng, after the play 
was over, he sawayoung, bine-eyed stranger, who made upon 
bim an impression equally deep and sudden. This girl was the 
eldest daughter ofa Saiou widow, who lived upon a small pension, 
and whose husband had been an oOicer in the army. He after- 
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wards eaconnlered Uie fair JalU — <sach was Ibe yonng lady's 
name,) at tbe "Bedonifl," and vennired to accost her. The 
mother v*s, bf all iccoants, sn aKful aod abandoned persoD, 
vho did not scrapie to put to profit the beaalj of her daughter. 
She saw, io theadmiration ofso dlstiDguiBfaedaPoet, the meaas 
ofwidenlDg Julia's already locratiTe notorieij. Schiller was ac- 
cordmglrlured iolo an iDlimacjwhich occasioned tbe most serioas 
aniiety to his friends. * It seems ttBcerUiu, whether Julia, who 
appears lo have fallowed her mother's depraved connsels with 
somethiDg of relQclaot shame , retarned the passion she bad in- 
spired. There was thBtinSchillerlo have won a worthier atfectioD, 
de^ite the unDaltering porlrait which Sophy Albrecbt, in her 
coarse lasLe of actress, has drawn of the yonng Poet. 

Schiller, no doubt, at that Ume , and Indeed ft-om his entraoee 
into yoath , had lost the mere physical beauty which he seems to 
have possessed as a child, when Ms sister compared bis conote- 
nance, shaded with locks of gold, "to an Angel's head." He 
was tall, eilremely thin, though muscular, and large of booe; 
his oeck was loDg(anoble defect, which is never without dignity) 
apd his dress was rude and neglected. Hisface was not handsome, 
perhaps, in the eyes of actresses, — whose profession leads them 
to admire show and colour in all things , — bnt so noble a coanta- 
nancehasTSrely been given to the sons of Genins; true, thecom- 
pleiion was pale, the cheeks somewhat hollow, and the dark au' 
barn hair, tfaongh rich and profuse, had a deep tinge of red, 
but the forehead was lofty and massive, somewhat receding to- 
wards the temples when regarded in profile (a pecnliarily found in 
most men of characters brave and determined). His eyes, de- 
scribed variously as blue, brown, and dark gray, and probably 
shifUng in colour with the light,** were, tbougli deep sunken, 
singolarlybrillianland eipressive; andhisnose, if too large for 
perfect symnietry of feature, was finely formed. His personal 
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appcariDce, id short, hwmoniMd with his iatelleetualcbancter; 
SDd, as in Goelbe, the pr^-emiDent attribute boib of outward 
form and meDtal aecomplMnieiit was beauty;* so ia Schiller, 
the pre-emiDeol attribute )d both was pobieaess. If, as one who 
remeiabered bint well declares, the colossal bust of Daonecker 
alone shows bitn as hereetly was ia life, no one who has ever seen 
that likeness will denj , thai it is a countenance which strikingly 
arrests (he admintioa, and deepl; eDgrosses die iaterest — a 
cerlaiu grandeur, both of ontiiae aod expressioD, dwarfs into 
effemiaacj whatever portraits of more jusllj proportioned beaut; 
maj be placed beside it. Bui the actress, describing Schiller at 
this time, could see onlj, as was natural to snch an obserrer, the 
gray , threadbare frock — the general disdain of the toilette — the 
awkwardness given by pride and reserve to the moTements of the 
tall figure — the indulgence of Spanish snuff — and the stoop of 
the "ever-thoughtful head.". . . Whether or not the Tair Julia 
regarded Schiller with the same eyes as the actress is a matter, 
however, of very little imporlioce: — not so the love felt by 
Scbiller, since it not only gave rise lo some ofhis poems, but co- 
loured msoy immortal pages in the "Ghost-seer." His friends 
did their best to dispel his inraluation , and tear him from a con- 
neiion nbich they considered disgraceful to his name , ruinous to 
bis means, and injurious to his prospects; finally, Ibey succeeded 
in their appeals. He appears, indeed, lo have become aware or 



* GoRTHB w>9. perhaps, the handsonifit Poet oF whom we bave aoy 
record. Witb a beiulj oF face not inrecior to that oF Milton orByHon, 
he bad ■dTinlages oF itature dented lo either, ~ and tbal air oF majeilic 
dignity which is beaulj in ilselF. We remember being very mucb sttuek 
«ilh a comparison between two portraits oFBvron and Goitbe, taken 
*beD eacb vns sboul the same afte. vii., twenty-one. Tbere was a slrong 
likeness between Ibe two , tbough GaKTHK's features, not less symmetri- 
cal, irere larger and more manly ; but the contrast in the eipresiioD was 
starllinK. Tba German lady vbo showed us the portraits, observed 
«itb truth, — "What dejection, and discontent with the world is 
already stamped on Lord Rybon's (ace! — What calm, yet sanguine 
energy — what bopeFul self-coafldenca in Goithe'bI" The several 
expreisioD in either counleDaoce seemed almost tike a prophecy at 
«llber tate. 
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the beacher}* practised en hin ; tdd, after nan; ■ struggle be.' 
tweeo reason and paMion , at last he tore himself awaf . 

He had long mediiated a jonnief to Weimar — theo to Ger- 
maiij vhat Atheas, in the time of Peiidea, was la Greece; he 
nosBCMpted a cordial ioTitalioD frMn a friend of bis, Bfadane" 
TOD Balb; and. in the month of Jolj, 1787, ha arrived at the 
little Court, brighteDcdbraconstcliationof Art and Geoios, be- 
fore which the wealth and spleadour of everj capital in Europe' 
was, attbatdaj, but ai foil and Unsel. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

Sod«tialWeim»r^ 

gcfcldt - Schiller 

villi Ooellie — Study of Graek — Dealli or M«dan 

fithiUer acoepu the proreiionhlfi of hiiuiry at Jeoi — Lite it llut. 

IlDi«erail; — CaurUhip of Chtrloue von L«nge[eld — Sehilln'K mar- 

Tiiie. 

Goethe tras absent from Weimar, — in "ihoee fair 
''*AusoDlaD climates" — IheinQaeQCe of vhichsoponerfuii; 
affected his plastic genius , aod served to give to his after-creations 
that severe and statue-like repose which has, with all the heautf, 
somethiDgof the coldness and the terror, of Medusa; — Goethe 
was absent; but at Weimar were Herder, Wieland, Beuiger, and 
other eminent men. Schiller was not disappointed in the charm 
oflheplice. "1 Ihiukhere," howrites, "alleast, in the icrri- 
torjofWeimarlo endmjdaj's — and at last, once more, to Bud 
a couutrj." And jet Schiller was not at first fullf appreciated at 
the court to which he was admitted. The Augnstau character 
which Weimar had obtaliwd originated io the tastes and the talents 
of Amelia, mother to the reigning Dnke. Her e^ecial favourite 
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* Julia hid directed gcbiller not to enter tlie iiouie nhen a light vat 
10 beseea in a certiiD chamber, upon pretence of lieing then engaged In 
(lie aomeilic circle, wbile ia truth ihe vw receiving aome moie tavoured 
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wu the priUhtd iDd gncdU Wiciaiid, vbom sbc bad ippaiDted 
Inlor lobar Sod, KaiiAugosi. SbebadbMnleili widow it th« 
tgeoCaineiecn; aodOilfllled lb* duties of Begent during tbe m^ 
norit)' of tbe ;ouDg Prioco. 

To coitsiderabk IaIcdIs for pablic bn^acM, and intnitiTe 
kaowledge of tbe world, this remarkible woman added a strong 
affeelioaforart; and blended a IhoroDgbeDJBjmeot of »Dcielj, — 
in its best miioo of iristoencj, elegaoM, and talent, — witb a 
keen Ibirst tor hnowledge. Bbe acqniied boom aeqaaiotance witb 
Ibe learned langnsges ttom Wieland, and translated Propertine. 
TbocircleofeniineDtmen tbit aliedrew around her was attracieil 
no lesi bj ber mannera than her informalion and her abilities. 
Bat Schiller's genius, •■ jet made manifest, was not verf con- 
genial lo s taste half French and halt classical; and the Dachea»- 
Hotber does not seem to have been aware thai in the mde strength 
of the fouQg Snabian la; that vhieb was not to borrow classieslitj, 
bill to make a land's langnage classical.* Of all the literary men 
then at Weimar, the amiable Wieland was the most cordial to 
Schiller. Herder welcomed him, 'hnl witbontwsnntb.' NotUII 
a mnch later period does tbe Duke himseir appear to bare taken 
anj rerj Tivid Interest in bis great visitor. Tbe sljle of convena-- 
lioa, ibon^inlellectual and refined, was not that which Scbiller 
was likely to enjoy — it was too critical , and perhaps too courtly 
— "more was babbled than was tbonebt." Bat nothing is more 
beneficial to a man of genius , yet foang , tban lo freqaent soctetj 
in which he is not over-estimated; — nothing more inJDiiona 
than to be the sole, oracle of his circle. From that period we date 
a purerandmoredlgniBed taste in Scbiller — the lone of good so- 
ciety hencerorlh catered into his writhigs , and Improved his man- 
oerei without weakening the one, it brought ease; witbont 
mflTring tbe simplicity of tbe other, it served lo soflen and make 

At Uie end of October, Schiller made an eicaraion to Heinin- 
gea, OB a vitit (o bis eldest sister, «ha bed lalelj married Bein- 
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«a)d. Madame toq Wolzogen was also at HeiningeD; at her 
house he found hla old college friend, Wilbelm ; and with this 
companion he relumed towards Weimar. They look the jDomey 
on horseback, and proposed bj the way loTiBHaomeTelaiionsof 
M.TODWolzageD — a memorable visit; for now Schiller approached 
that bright period offais life when his wanderings and apprentice- 
ship of mind and heart were alike to cease — when his getrias 
seUled into Art — when his affections were concentered in a home. 
A.I Rudolsladl, on the banks of "the sofi winding Saale," fn a 
vallej bounded by btae mountains and sloping woodlandB , lived 
a Madame von Lengefeld , with two daughters ; the elder , Caro- 
line, married la H. von Beulwitz, Hofnlb of Hndotsttdl, to whom 
(more disiingnished by the name she acquired Id a second roar-- 
riage, von Wolzogen) we are indebted for a delightful, thongb 
somewhat high-flown Biography oF Schiller; and the younger, 
Charlotte, unmarried, and then in her tventy-Srst year. The 
father had died when the chiidren had seTerally arrived at the ageB 
of thirleeo and ten. Till that lime Ihey had been bronght npin 
close retirement. But a situation at the Court of Weimar being 
deiliDed for Charlotte when she should arrive at a fitting age , Ma- 
dame von Lengefeld deemed it adrisable to remove for a short lime 
into Switzerland , as effording better facilities for the kind of edu- 
cation necessary for a girl intended to mix in the society of* bril- 
liant and polished court. Three years before Ibe date on vhich 
we now enter, the two sisters, who were related to the Wolzogens, 
bad seen Scbillerfor the first lime at Mannheim, and been favour- 
ably struck by bis appearance. They were th^n on their retnm 
from Switzerland ; and the marriage of the elder daughter to M. 
vOD Beulwitz, served togettlelbeirresidenceatBudnlstadt. Cbii^ 
lotte was highly prepossessing both in form and face. To borrow 
Ihe descriplion of her sister, "the eipression of the purest good- 
ness of heart animated her features; and her eye beamed only 
truth and innocence." She bad a talent for landscape-drawing, 
and wrote poetry with grace and feeling. Bat above ell, she had 
sympathy with whatever, in others, was noble in character, or 
elevated in genius ; — her temper was sweet, and her disposition 
aiTectionale, faithful, and sincere. 
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At tbal time, however, Charlotte vod I.eogefeld was sufferiDg 
under Ihe melaocholj which succeeds to the first Tair illusioDS of 
life. Her earl]' iffBctiooB had been given to one from whom Fate- 
had divided ber. Her lover nas in the army, and his duties called 
him to a dislaal part of the globe. Whether there were other, 
obsucles, besides those of the joang mao's precarious profes- 
sion, does not appear clear; but the famll; were opposed to the 
conneiion, and Charlotte von Lengefeid obeyed their wishes ia 
sIruggUng agaiusl the inelinatioo she had formed. 

Nolbing could be more solitary and remote tbao the little valley 
iq which the Lengefelds dwelt. No high-road iutersecled it: a . 
stfBOger was a phenomenon. The appearance of two horsemen 
. along Ihe straggling street, one dark November evening, suCBced 
to create curiosily and interest. One of the riders, as he pre* 
seated himself 1o the Lengefeids, playfully concealed his face in 
his mantle, but the ladies recognised (heir consia, Wilbelm von 
Wolzogen. The other was unkDown or unremembered , till his- 
companion announced the already famous name of Schiller. The 
Simple and sby Snabian , usually distant with strangers, ' ._„. 
fonn*] himself at home at once in the family circle be had ''° • 
enteied. The conversation fell on his recent publication , "The 
Philosophical Letters," and on his earlier poems. The earnest 
Schiller wished the Lengefelds to become acquainted with his 
"Carlos." A single evening sufficed to form an intimacy. On his 
departure, Schiller had already conceived the project offending 
(be neit summer at Kudolstadt. 

It so cbaneed that Wilhelm von Wolzogen had , from the early 
period of his student life at Stnttgard, cherished a romantic atlaoh- 
ment to his fair consiu , Caroline von Lengefeid — now Madame 
von Beulwilz. Her marriage was not happy, and her health was 
deUcale sad infirm. Perhaps these circamstances served to coo- 
firm in WoUo gen an afFection that then seemed hopeless, and was 
only nursed in secret. But as the two friends rode lo Weimar, 
there was no doubt much in Wolzogeu's conversation that found 
an echo in Schiller's breast. An impression more deep, and yet 
more calm, than woman had hitherto made npon him, recalled to 
the Poet, amidst Ihe dlstraclioQS of Weimar and the labour of his 
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occopatjons, the image of th« soft ind pensive CbarloUe. Forluoe 
smiled upon the diwaordusiffeciion. Cbirlotle came to Weimar 
that yerj winter, on a visit Co Hadanie Ton Sl«<D, a rriendofher 
familf , and ScliilUr met her io the aocietj or ihe place , but not 
freqacDtlf. Still be coolrived to approach her, as nearly as his, 
delieacjr and the eonscioasneM of bis precarious woridly circnm- 
stances would allow to bis pride. He supplied her occaeiooally 
with his laYonrite authors ; she undertook th« coiQoilBaioa to find 
him a lodgiDg at Bodolstadt for a summer. Occasion was tbos 
found for the intercbauge of notes. On bis part tba carrespon- 
denue was frank, but respectful; it proclaimed fricDdsbip anif 
esteem — it did not betray more. "There breathes, ** in tbes« 
letters, sajs an eloquent biograpber, "a noble, mild, discreet 
iuciination, wilhoala trace of passion;" — and bere Ibe writer we 
quote adds Gtieij, "Our loie is generally the effigy of Ihe oue we 
love. Schiller's present love was tbe gold , pnriSed from tbe aen- 
sual passion, which bad mastered him at Dresden." It seems 
probable, however, (bat In neither was the memor; of the pre- 
vious love yet efhced; and this, while it served to iarest liieir 
feeling for each olber with a certain Iran quill ily , allowed Uiein 
both more sensibly to perceive the remarkable congeniality be- 
tween Ifaeir minds, tastes, and tempers. Thus, asitwere, tbe 
soul begin to love, beforelbehearl was diorougbty moved. Schil- 
ler's Eime, and bis somewhat graver yeir«, permitted him to 
assume with bis young friend a certain tone of warning and advice. 
That coart life, to which she seemed then destined, was opposed 
to all bis ideas of tme dignity and pure happiness. And , In the 
Hoes clodng the second division of his poems, he expresses, in 
verse, the ideas often repeated in his c«rrespondenee.* 

In the midst of Uay, tbe following year, we find Schiller 

,.ga settled in the valky of RudoIsladL He lodged in a bouse, 

half-an-hour's walk from the town,** and his chamber 

overlooked the banks of Ibe Saale, flowing through meadows, and 
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under Ihesbtde or venerable trees. Tbere, od (be Apposite tU» 
of the river rose a hill, cloEtied with voodv, attbefoM of wbicta 
lajtraDquilvilliges; — there, bighabore tbelandteipe, toirer- 
ed tbeustleoFBudolstadt. A small monumenl , crowned with a 
bronze copj o! Danneek^r's bnat of Sdiiller, jet oomnemoriles 
bis sojourn JD this bippj valley, rectUinB Goethe's lovel; words — 
"The place tbat ■ good mm bii trod, remalni hallowed to all time." * 
It is tbus, that ibe elder sister speaks of (hose dejrs — the 
fairest, perbeps io the life of Schiller. — "How welcome was it 
■tlersome tedious visit** — to see our genial friend approaching, 
beneath Ibe fair trees that skirt the banks of the Saale. A Torest 
brook , that pours itself into that river , and was crossed by a lilUe 
bridge , was the meeting place at which we awaited. When we 
beheld him in the twilight, coming towards us, a serener, an 
ideal, life entered withiu us; a lofty earnestness, and the grace- 
fol ease of a mind pure and candid , ever animated Schiller's con- 
versation. One seemed as one heard him talk, to wander as it 
were between the immutable Stars of Heaven, and yet amidst the 
flowers of earth." 

ButScbiller, duringlhisbolfday ofeiistence, wasnotidleia 
that solemn vocation of Author^ of Instructor — of High Priest 
in Literature — to which he was sworn. His evenings were de- 
voted to Charlotte and her family, his mornings to study. Here 
he laboured at his "History of the Bevolt of the Netherlands" — 
at the (correction of the tale so well known in England — "The 
Ghost Seer," — here were concluded his "Letters upon Don Car>- 
lift" — and here was composed the tirst portion of IheGnestPoem 
written at ibis period of his life , " The Artists." In the house of 
the Lengefelds, Schiller too, for the first time, met Goethe, on 
. his return from tuly. With the works of Scbllter hitherto 
published, Goethe bad no sympathy; tbcj contradicted bis own 
theories of art, and they revolted his serene taste. His manner to 
Ibe Suabian was reserved and cold; the pride of Schiller forbade 
him to make thefirst advances; and though, as he wrote void (o 



— Coffee viiit: we abauM «•; Tea part)'. 



cCoogk 



hts friend Kttrner, Ihe great idea he had formed otGoeibevas not 
lesseoed bj this Brat peraonal conUct , be doubted if the} could 
ever come into close com muni cation. "Huch whicb is yet ia- 
terestiDg to me — thalwhicbljetirisbaDdhopefor — has had its 
epoch for hloi. His whole being is, from lis oTigln, coDStracied 
differenilj from mine; his world is not m; world; oar modes of 
cooceiYiDg things are esseaiiallj difiereitt ; from sach n combjoa- 
tioD , no secure substantial iutimac; can result. Time will Irj'."* 

About this time, at the iosligation of the friendl; and learned 
Wielaad, Schiller turned his attentioo to the Literature of Greece, 
with which he had hitherto but a rerj slight and superficial ac- 
qnainlanee. Nothing e>er produces a more durable ioflueDce 
upon an author's genius, than the deliberate and sjstemalic re- 
currence to Hellenic Foelrj and Letters. Studied loo earlj, thej 
may often correct the Taste at the expense of the Fane;; but, 
studied vith the mature thought of manhood, they only strengthen 
by purifying the inventive faculties. From that time Schiller 
began to comprehend true Art, the viviGer and music of Nature ■ 
From that lime he became an Artist. Homer first engrossed bis 
reverent delight; he passed to the Greek Tragedians; and the 
character ofhis mind, which inclined to philosophy, and the ten- 
dency of his genius, which was essentially pathetic and humane, 
rendered ample justice to the still wronged Euripides." 

From these new sources ofinspiration came bis noble Poem on 
the "Gods of Greece," and the classical perfection to which he 
brought "The Artists," before begun. The former of these 
Poems, which appeared ia the "Mercury," superintended by 
by Wieland , occasioned much offence to those who sought ortho- 
doxy, eveninthewildesldreamsofthePoel- Although Schiller's 
mindat that time was certainly still unsettled, he yet grieved at an 
interpretation which he appears not to have foreseen; and at a 
subsequent period, be sacrificed many of bis most brilliant stan- 

' COBBaBPSHOE.SCa WITB KOEB.MB. CaBLILE'« LtFK OF 
SCHILLIB. 

" We miut Dot, however, suppose that Schiller ever aiuined the fa- 
cJlil; Ota ichelar in Greek. . . In irtoslitlng Euripides, he had canslant 
ueed of the Latin tenioo, and even (he French ol Brumoj. 
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ziR, in order to pnriff Ihfl wbirie from iiliBt«oever sincere aad 
liberal pietf could reagonslilf revoU it or regret, . . , The remark- 
able IraDkaeu of bia g«iiusarteD, itUtrue, led him to depict or 
to implj bia o«D struggles, and his dwd errors; bat, in his 
stormiest interval of doubt, ScbiUeroever contemplated tkedao- 
g«rous and daA ambitiau of uuBettiing the religious eoDticUons 
of others. . . 

CbsTlolle's admiration ot "The ArlislB" greatly and season- 
abl; served to cement the affection now ripening daily between 
ihem.* Id fact , that fine Poem no vulgar mind could really relish 
and admire, la one whom so elevated an appeal to the intellectual 
(acuities could move and animate , a lover mi^t well behold the 
lrn« companioQ of a Poet's ure , Ibe true ayropathiser in a Poet'a 
labours. 

TUssummer, otbetwise so happy, was however darkened by 
the death of Madame von Woliogeu — Schiller's earliest protec- 
tress and second mother. He fdl this alBlctlon most deeply — 
his letter to her son, still eilant, is full of (eodei grief and de- 
licate eonsolalioD. 

In November, Schiller returned to Weimar, and ocenpied 
himself wiUi theconeloBionorbia "Ghost Seer," and translations 
from Euripides. Bis chief relautLon sod luiary were in his let- 
ters to Charlotte — letters uoequaHed in tbeir combination of 
manly lenderness, cocEidlag frankness, and refined yet nneiag- 
gerated romance; still, though ^ey now betrayed his own love, 
they did not formally hazard a declaration, or press forArelura. 

But early in the folknviag year, be was called lo a new and 
more active career. Considerable portions of his 
history of the "Bevolt of die Netherlands" had already 
appeared in Wieland's "Mercury," and eiciled considerable sen- 
sation. Uis friends wished to see him in one ot those hoaoorable 
libMtions, which, to the credit ot Germany, aKord shelter and 
independence lo so numerous and brilliant a host of literary men. 
(lOeUie^ recently raised to the adiaiuistratioo atWeirotr (but still 
not intimate with Schiller) , displayed tbe calm magnanimity to- 
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wards a rlnl nunnl U one in wham neamees was impouible, 
and emplojcd the interest ot his nnk and his fame on behalf of the 
_ 30 J^^^B historian. Scbiller was Baallj summoned to 
take the cbair (rfHistOfical Professor at the UniTersitf 
of Jeoa. It was not withoat modest relnclaDM, and a sense of 
his own deficlenciesin the details of bislorj that he undertook thts 
office. flJB reception was sacb as might be anticipated — Four 
hundred StodentI crowded to the Lecture-room — tiieir presence 
and appbnse aninaaled him — and bb reice , natnrsHj not sltoag, 
flUed the Hall. 

Amongst ifaeGermaarouthof bis ^ J, Schiller is the faroarite; 
he was then, says Hoffmeister, "Iheidoi." His vet j defects as 
a Lecturer were oot IhoseonwbichyonngmeQ would be severe or 
discrimioa^Dg critics. Throngb the fire aod the vigour which 
animated his language aod his delivery, his ardent listeners were 
not likelj to detect that rhetorical redundance, in which genias Is 
too apt to conceal deficient infarmation. He came too Iresh to Ms 
task. He was acqalring one day, tlie knowledge heimparted the 
neit. His facts had not been sufficiently meditated , nor bis views 
snfflcienily sobered down. 

The society of Jena was more congenial to Schiller tban that of 
Waimar — bere, nothing was courtly and restrained; here were 
found the greatest variety of manners — the roost dirersiSed 
Irevdora of opinion. To this illDBlrions Universitf Docked the 
Professors and the Students from so naa; quarters, that each 
part of Germany fonnd its represcDtatiTes. The sb^ets swarmed 
with all varieUes of costume ; the halls resonnded with all disline- 
tioQS of dialect. From the coarsest manners to the most super- 
refined ; from the most limited information and the narrowest pre- 
judice, to the profoimdcst wisdom — to the most'liberal knowledge 
of the world; all forms of intcUect were hero roiied and eon- 
foaoded. What a school fbr a man , who bad yet to complete his 
education by the study of his kiud — not iu books, bnt in actual 
life! The tmeRiet must divide Us eitstence between solitude ani) 
Ike crowd. 

Schiller's coneepondence with Charlotte continued; and hia 
chivalrous devotion , Uie haUtnal intercotnse widi his noble and 
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beauliful aatBre, hid produced , at lut, its foil effect upon hit 
jouDg admirer. The old ifTectEon wis efftced — the new affecliOD 
COnSmied. Chirlotle owned to ber sister, — "that she had so 
lived JD Schiller — ha had so contributed to the formaUoa of her 
mind, and to her happiness — tliat it seemed to ber impossible 
to difide ber lot from his." 

Tbe sisters were now staying ai Lancbsiidt: tbilher Bchiller 
(escaping from Jena) visited Ihem; a full eipianalion of what in- 
deed must have been long eiace clear to both hearis , toolc place. 
Charlotte canfessed, thatthelove she had inspired was not nnre- 
tamed, and promised, one day or other, to becuno his wife. 
Tnie, as ;ei, it «as hope deterred, — the fortuoes of ScbiUer 
w«e 7et ta ba confirmed — the cooseat of Hadamc' von Lengefeld 
to be obiained. Bnt ii was enoagh for the present to feel that love 
WIS won. "Bow different,"' thus writes Scbilier himself to Cbar- 
iMie, OD his relnrn lo Jena — "how different is all aroand me 
now, since in esdi step of my life tbinfl image meats me 1 like a 
halo thy love hovers over me; lilieaflaiimistdoesitclotiielhefkce 
ofNatare. I retnto from a walk : in Ihe vast apace- of Natare, as 
in my lonelj chamber, it is ever the selfsame aimospbere in wbieb 
I move ; and the fairest landscape serves bnt for the fairer mirror 
of one ever-endnring image. The remembrance of thee leads me 
hick to tbe All; tbe All reminds me, iatnrn, of Ibee. Never so 
freely and so boldly contd 1 Iravecsc, in my entbnsiasm, through 
the world ofThonght as now that my Boal Km fonnd a possession — 
a home ; and no longer incurs tbe danger lo lose itself fn its wan- 
derings: 1 know where again lofind myself — in theel" 

Ai last came the long yearned-for holidays. Schiller was n- 
leased'from his task y he Bed hack to the neigbbonrhood ofRndol- 
stadt; be occupied bis old chamber; he lived back his old life; 
hot in the brighter air of hope assured andofloveretnmed. As 
yet, however, the lovers conld only hold unwitnessed interviews 
by stealth ; and lo tbia dale we mnst refer the eiqniaile love poems 
of the "Mystery" and tbe "Assignation." At last, bnt not till 
after long and severe probation, Schiller's hopes were crowned. 
After the failure of various scbemes and projects, be obiained 
from the Dnke- of Saie Weimar an appoiDlment as Professor Eitrar 



wdintr;, vilhauUrrof SOOrlidoUin; HDd he now boldl} ap- 
plied to Midame von Leogefeld for tha hand of her daaghter. His 
suit was sappoTted wiihieal and earneBtoMS bj Madame YOD SteiiK 
whiT had great InBDeDce with Madame voa Lengefeld , and by M. 
TOD Dalbetg, * elder brother to the Snperintendeiii of the IbDD- 
hcim stage, ■noblemanoflbehighest rank, and the most admira- 
ble character. Madams tod Leogefeld was moved bj these io- 
slaoces; her prejudices gave waf before the happiness of her 
danebleraod the distiactioD of the suitor. 

The tide of fiofrath, confferred oa Schiller by the Court of 

MeiQiagen , in the begiDniog of 17SD , perhaps served yet more M 

content the good ladyiritb her daDghter's choice; and on theZDlh 

»gQ Febmary 1799, after an intimate aeqaaiotance of three 

.' years, the lovers were aniled. 

Never was maniage, if we etcept only the narrowness of pe- 
cuniary circumstances, fonqed nnder more favourable anspices. 
Theveryageof the parties was that, in each, in which alfection 
promises to be most durable, and the choice best considered. 
Schiller was about one-snd-ihirty, Charlotte abont four-and- 
tweoly: the length ofthecoDrtship bad but served to found attacb- 
ment upon esteem, while it augmented it by delay. The dtaractera 
ofbride and bridegroom were in the most perfect barmony; where 
they differed, it was bnl foreach to Improvetbe other; the refl De- 
ment of the woman sodenedlheimpetDODSmiD; the noble Are of 
the man warmed and elevated the gentle woman. Schiller was 
now really formed for the home he had so long sighed for. With 
all that depth offering aod singleness of heart which are common 
lo those fond of solitude, be now combined much which inter- 
eonrse with mankind alone can give. As all mlsanUiropy had ded 
finiin his heart, so all cynicism was now banished from his manners 
and his dress. Be could no longer have been open to the carica- 
lore of the Dresden actress; and, Independrat of bis fante, his 

* Oriea eontounded wtlb Woltgaog ion Dilbeic , the IfBDabeim Ba- 
ran: but an ioBailelf Iwlter perton. It ws« to the elder brother ihal 

Schiller addressed the verses vtaich accompanied the copj of "William 
Tell;" not, as Mr. Carljrie supposes, lo Wolfgang, who deserved 00 such 
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|«d1iis BDd bis noble heart, a vaiDer wodibd than Charlotte ^ 
Lengefeld might have been proud of ber choke. 



SishlUer'fl illncsi. — The aeoialiaa pradneed la Deningrk by Ihc report 
o( his death. — The letter addressed to hioi lij Itae Prince tod HoI- 
sleln Augustenburg, and Count ion Schimmelmann. — Schiller's 
reply. — His slud] ot Bant. — Schiller revisits his dbIivc land. 

Schiller was not disappoioted in the hopes he had formed of 
domestic happiness. A. few months after his marriage he exclaims 
in his correspondence : " Life is quite a diflereot thing bj the side 

ofa beloved wife, than so forsakea and alone— even in summer 

The world again clothes itself around me in poetic formB ; old feel- 
ings are again avakeoing in my breast. . . . Fate has conquered 
the difficolties foe me. From the future I eipecl everything. . . 
I think my very youth tIII be renewed , an ioward poetic life will 
give itme again."* But, alas! even as these lines were written, 
' that bodily enemy for which the mind so rarely prepares itself was 
at hand. Disease struck root into a constitution always ..g. 
delicate; he was attacked with a disorder in the chest; and 
though he recovered from its immediate severity, the head of Uie 
shaft was left behind. He never enliiely recovered bis health — 
from that time consumption rankled within. 

He had been labouring more intensely than ever; to sacb a 
man, the coDSCiousucss that on his toils rested the worldly com- 
forts of a wife who had resigned a Court for a scholar's roof stimu- 
lated ia(fusiry into fever. He was immersed in severe slndies 
connected with the historical pursuits fo which he was now de- 
voted , but the first and most peremptory injunction of his physi- 
cian was repose to bis intellect. . . . Repose — and bis very sub- 
sistence rested on activity 1 At this crisis, however, one of those 
rare acis of munlGceuce which are the godlike prerogatives of 
wealth , came lo brighten poverty and comfort genlns. A report 

■ Eitracted from the translation in Carlfle's Life. 
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of Schiller's death had been spread abroad : it had reached DeiH 
mark, at the momeatwhea a prlncelf circle of the Poet's admi- 
rers had resolied to repair to Hellebeck , near CopeDhagen , sad 
amidst its snblime and enchanting sceaeiy, Ui hold a coort in his 
honour, and channt his "H;mn to Joj," Amongst these were 
(he Danish Poet, Ba^esen; the Coant Ernest von Schimmet- 
mann; Ae Prince Christian tob Holstein Augnstenbarg and his 
Princess. Their grief, as enthusiastic as their admiration, 
changed the meditated festivities iaio a fnneral solemnitf . 

TheTmetalHellebeek, on the shore of the sea, opposite the 
high rocks of Sweden, and Baggeseo began to read the hpio. 
ClariDCts, horns, and fluteschimed in to the song of the chorus; 
two additional stanzas, in honenr of tiie supposed dead, were 
chaniited, and may be thus translated: 

" Hail to a TrEend, O cboir of frieads! 
The dead velo'e shall live once more; 
Bright to the groiei nf bravcD aiceads 
Hiaioul; our lives iltaoven o'ei. 

Ckanu. — U(t ;oDT alteitiiig baadgon high; 

Swear by tbia wise trooi Laoda made free,* 
Till round once more In yonder sky; 
Fafth to our brother's memory'" 

As the soDg ceased, all eyes wept. 

Homage to the dead is a volpr and idle tribnte, if it come 
after neglect or injury to the living. The heart sickens al that 
mockery of admiration, which allowed Spenser to die of a broken 
heart , and threw copies of verses into his grave , — which safTered 
political veageance to reduce Dryden to a bookseller's drudge, 
and insisted on barjing his dust in the sepnichre of kipgs. To 
Schiller's biographers belongs the pleasing task ot comme- 
morating the only iroe homage ever rendered to a dead poet, — 
simply because the poet was nof dead ! No sooner was the report 
confuted, than the coble moarners exulted to exchange ceremonid 
bononts to the lifeless, for practical benefits to the living. 
Aletler, from which we eitraclthe parport, was sent to Schiller 
bj the Prince von Augnsteubnrg and Count Scbimmelmann. 

' ■'. s. FrsDebwiae. 
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Slth. Not. mi. 

'■Two frieodR, nnited through Ui» dtizensbip of tha worid, 
scnddiis letter Id 70a — nableiaaD! Both are nnkooTa tojon — 
botb lOTO jon and revere. Thej Bod io joor recent woAs the 
mind and the entbaslism which knit the bond ot their own Mend- 
ship ; hj the pennsl of ^ose works the; accDstom themBelveB to 
regard the ■■Ifaor as a member itself of their own aotOD. Great 
was Ibeirgrierattbe report of Mb death; their tears were not the 
scantiest of those which Oowed from all good men b; whom he 
was known and loved. The livelj inierest with which joa have 
inspired ns mnsi eicase as from the appearance of olGeions im- 
porlnQlt}. They tell as (hat jnur health snffers from too severe an 
applfcalloD , and needs for sonle time en entire repose. This re- 
pose your pecuniary circnmstanees alone fOrbid 70a to enjoy. Will 
you gmdge ns (he delight of contribating to yonr relief? We en- 
treat yon to receive , for three years , ananDnal gin of a thonsind 
dollars." * The writers proceed with dignity to touch apon their 
rank, and to implj a delicate hope that it may not prove an oh- 
stacle to Uieir request; — they desire not to wonnd his spirit of in- 
dependence, or parade (he ostentation of patronage. "We know 
no pride but this, — to be men! — citizens in tiiat great Republic 
whose boundaries eiiend beyond single generations — beyond the 
limits of earth itself." The; proceed In invite him inloDenmark: 
"For we are not the only ones here who know and love you; and 
if, after the restoration of joar health, yoa desire to enter Into the 
service of our state, itwonldbeeasy forns to gratify soch an in- 
dioatlon. TettbinknsaotsoBelBsfaastomakeSQcha change in 
your residence a condition: we leave onr snggestioo to your free 
dioiee; we desire to preserve to Humanity its instructor, and to 
tills desire every other conuderation is suhordinate." 

There may be in this letter — which the gratitude of Literature 
should render no less imperishsble than the works ofhira la whom 
it is addressed — somelbing of the romantic eiaggeration , tn tone 
and phrase , which betrays Uie influence of the French cosmopo- 

■ About lUf.aterliog. 



LXXII 

lites; bat that faflDenca here affected men of noble hesiia, vho 
desired to have aa excuse in phitiD^iTopy for individntl benefi- 
cence; not, as vith the mandlin Confrateraities of France, anet* 
CQse, in the citizenship of the world, — from doing good to a 
sii^e creatare ! 

The effect snch a letter prodaced on Schiller no one can de- 
scribe — ever; one can imegine. NoUiing but the declaration of 
his phjsiciso* that a visit to so northern a climate Voald be faul, 
preTented him from hurrjiDg to benefactors so delicate and so m»- 
nificeal. In a letter lo Baggesen , the depth and manliness of hi* 
gratitude are appireDl; and thisletler is the more interesting, in- 
asmneh aa it eipressei those views of the dignity of letlera, aad 
tbatrcpagnancetoregardart asa/inaJiAooil, which ma j serve the 
ambition of jouihfnl genius at once with warning and emalatioo. 
"From the cradle of my intellect till now," writes Schiller, 
" have I struggled with Fate ; and since I knew how to prize intel- 
leclnal liberty , I have been condemned to want it. A rash step, 
. ten yean since , divided me from every other practical ItTelihood, 
than that of a vrriter. I bad given nifself to this udliag before I 
had made proof of its demands, or surveyed its difflcnllies. The 
necessity of parsnJDg It befel me before 1 was fitted for it by know- 
ledge and inlellectnal matorily. That I felt this — that I did not 
bound my ideal of an anther's duty to those narrow limits within 
which 1 was confined — I recognise aa a favonr of Heaven. . . As 
noripe, and far below that ideal which lived within me, I beheld 
all which 1 gave to the world." With feeling and with modesty 
Schiller proceeded to enlarge apon the conflict between his clr- 
comstances and his aspirations . . . . lo touch npon the melancholy 
with which be was saddened by the contemplation of the great 
master-pieces of art, ripenedonly 10 their perfection by that happy 
leisure denied to him. "What had I not given," he exclaims, 
"forlwo or three tranqnil years; that, freeframall the toilsofao 
author, 1 could render myself only to the study, the cnltivation of 
my conception, — the ripening of my ideal." He proceeds to ob- 
serve that in the German literary world, a man could not unite the 
labour for subsistence with compliance with the demands of lofty 
ut; that for ten years he had straggled to unite faolb; andthatto 
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malte die union onlf in some measure possible, had cost Mm his 
health. . . . "In a moment when life began to display Its whole 
value — when 1 vts about to knit a gentle and eternal bond he- 
Iweeo the reason and the phantasy — wben I girded myself to a 
new enterprise in the service of art, death drew near. This danger 
Indeed passed away ; but 1 waked only to an altered life, to i«new, 
withslackeoedstreagtband dimini^ed hopes, in j var with Fate. 
So the letter received from Denmark found mel . . . . I attain at 

last the intellectual liberty so long and so eageriy desired I 

win leisure, and through leisure I may perhaps recover my lost 
health; ifnot, al least for Uie future , Uietroubleofmymind will 
not give nourishment to disease. If my lot does not permit me to 
confer bene&cence in the same manner as my benefactors, at least, 
1 will seek it, where alone it is in my porfer, — and make that seed 
which they scatter, unfold itself in me, to i Mrer blosRoni for 
humanity." And he did so! 

Thus enabled to enrich while he relaxed bis mind, Schiller de- 
voted himself with ardour to the study of Kant. * With the closer 
knowledgeof thisphUosopber — who, whatever his defects, cer- 
tainly did more than any other reasoner to counteract the hard and 
Barrow scepticism of the French Encycloptedists, — to bring ima- 
gination to the aid of Faith, and at once to enlarge the tolerance 
of the sectarian and calm the doubts of the seeker — really com- 
mences the Third Period of ScfaiLer's intellectual career, though 
his biographers postpone its date to the lime when its fruits became 
practically apparent. From tbatperiodaCatholiC, a]|-mild, all- 
comprehensive religion , anrroands bis writings 
as with a lucid atmosphere, and bis craving for 1791-92> 
the serene Ideal life loses itself in (he ChrisUan'a ■*'"■ ^^ 

In June 1793, Schiller and his wife visited Kfifoer at Dresden: 
On their return, Ibey received Schiller's mother and youngest 

• Com, Profegsor o( Poetry aod Eloquence, at TDbrog«n, wfao tisiled 
Schiller in 11», lajs thai be was Ihea Itaoroughly absorbed in Kint. 
Com gives s EbBrmiDg picture of Scjiillei's simple aod (rugal lire. "He 
WD," siyi ibe Frafessor, "Hamanity luelt, and bis excellent wife a 
piltsm oF complaisance and modestj." 
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■filer, NaDDette, whoin he had not mtn for eigbl jeirs. Tin 
teoder associatians tbus revived led the mind of the exile back to 
his Saoblan home. In August 1793, the Schiliers, thereTore, 
cemmeaced an eicursioD to the Poet's father-iaad.* Al Heidel- 
berg, Schiller met once more the object of bis early love, Mar- 
garet Schwan, DOW lilie hi oiseJf married to aoolher; he saw her 
vith a deep emotion, which bis wife comprehended too well to 
reseot; be who sees, unmoYed, the one Id whom he fonnerlf 
garaered up bis hopes of home, can never conslitale the bap- 
pinessotthehomehe has found with another. 

AtHeilbroan, unsurpassed, even in Germaay, for ibe peculiar 

..n« beauties of its landscape, the famitj of Schiller met 

the long-lost wanderer. He stood amongst them no 

longer a rude stripling, a peoDiless exile; — but the favourite of 

princes, Ihe idol of a people — his hopes fulfilled — his destiny 

assured; crownedalready with renown, and calm in Ihe certainty 

of triumphs more splendid jet to come. He had reached the time 

when, without humiliation, be could bumble himselfto his Dative 

sovereign. With Schiller's wild love for liberty, he never was 

without that loyally, which is almost inborn with the children of 

the North. He wrote to theDuiieof Wiirtembergsnchalelter^s 

that loyalty might dictate; he received no direct reply, but was 

informed, privately, 'that Ibe Duke would be ignorant ofhismove- 

moDlB if he re-entered Wiirtembei^.' Schiller then repaired to 

Ludw^^urg, where be was in the immediate neighbourhood «( 

his father's house, and under the medical care of one of his early 

„ friends, vonHovan, now Court physician. Herehe 

1793. ^'^^ enjoyed the happiness be had long coveted; ho 

became a father. His earnest, manly, and alTectioQate 

uitBre was precisely that which finds children at once a charge and 

a blessing. Now he would play for the hour together with his 

"GoldaoD, his heart's Karl," ** asbenamedhisfirsl'bami now 

* About this time Bchlller'i diler-ia-law, according to Uie Germaa 
law, anoulled ber marriage with U. voo BeuJwjtx. She ariervards mar.. 
itedWIIhelni voD Woliogea, attadied to her, as we have before laid, 
from hia eatliut youib. Sbe also jalned the Schillen ai Heilbronn. 
" Cam, BcHWitB. HarrnaHTiB. 
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sbnt Umaelf np to ilndy QuluUIian , on ibe pUn of ttdoMtfon to 
be punned. 

Those who remembeTed the jov-tit of Schiller were startled bf 
tbe cheege which jears end drcnmsUnce had effected; all that 
was sharp aod hard ie hts character wii gone. HU earif fire waa 
soAened — It warmed more and alarmed leas ; ifaere was far greater 
grace in his demeaaoar. His aocieni neglect of appearance and 
dress was replaced by a decent elegance ; his even hnmonr scarcely 
allowed them to recognise the Impetnons and stormy alripliog 
they bad koown ten years before. ' But , alas ] with the mental 
change had come the physical; the haiares were drawn and hol- 
low, the compleiion win and haggard. Illness treqaently con- 
fined him to his bed — Kant and Homer hia companions ; and at 
this time the grand outline of " WallensleiD," before chalked out, 
b^an to receive colour and rbllnesa; be devoted himself to its 
compositioD priDCtpally at Dighi, diversifying the poetical task 
with the first sketch of his "Philosapbica] Essay upon jEsthetical 
Cultivation." 

Dnting his residence at Lndwigsbn^ the Grand Doke Karl 
died.** Schiller was asked by bis father, to congratn- q^, j, 
latetheDuke'ssnccessorins poem— we need scarcely .-'„, ' 
say that he refused. He could not seem to rejoice 
at the death of a man who had been both his benefactor and his 
persecnior. Schiller was never more himself than when , stand- 
ing by his sovereign's grave, with von Hoven, he spoke tbos 
tonchingly: — "Here rests this once active restiessman! He bad 
great faults as a Prince , greater yet as an indivldnal. But the first 
were overwhelmed by his high qoalliies , and the remembrance of 
the last must be buried with the dead. I say to thee, therefore, 
if thou hearest one speak of him disparagingly, as he lies there — 
tnist that man not/ — he is not good, at least, he is no noble 

* TDK HoTiN, ap. Had. TIN WaLiaaiM. 
" Biogrgpherg hue riised i doubt it SchltUr had removed from 
ReilbroDD to Ludwigaburg betore tbe Duke'a deatb. Bui It leemi qaite 
dear, that he wis it Ludoigiburg eariy in September, nincavon Boveo, 
who reiided at Ludvlgiburg, stlended bla wife Id bar ooBflnemeBl, -~ 
S^U Utli. 
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min." At Lndwigsborg he formed aDuqaaiDtaDCe with CoUa As 
bookseUer, which had coDsidenble inflaeace od hi s liMr labours. 
Id coddcxIod with this publisher , a new literarf periodical , the 
"HoreD," was chalked ODt, aod a new polilical journal, iotendod 
to lake ifae lead overall lis German conleniporaries. Of ^'s last 
Schiller proposed to assame the editorship ; bnt his growing di»> 
iocUnatlon for objects less aobleihan tbe art ofvhlch Philosophy 
had brou^t him clearer and snblimer views , indnced him happil; 
to resign this notion. The political journal was, however, setup 
by the publisher, and eiists to-day la high repute, nnder the well- 
known name of the "AUgemelDe Zeilung." 

CHAPTER X. 

THIBD PERIOD. 

ThelloTen and MusFnalmanach. — T»d deaths in Scbiller's lamil}. — 
Relurn from philosophy lo poetry, — The summer-house. — InDuenco 
otCroellieDii Schiller's geoius. — Appearaace ol Wall ens tein. 

InHij, 1794, Schiller returned to Jena, hisbody voro loa 
shadow ; • his mind more than ever vigorous and resolved. Here 
he found the charm of a friendship more complete and sympathe- 
tic, in both inlelleel and taste, than he had yet known. Wilbelm 
von Humboldt had sedled at Jena, with a charming vfife, whom 
he had lately married; — the two families contracted the closest 
intimacy. The undertaking of the "Horen" was now seriously 
commenced , as a mouthly Periodical , with tbe assistance of the 
greatest names in Germany, — Goethe, Herder, Jacobi, Matthis- 
son, Ac. In this Jonroaj Schiller desired to consummate an idea 
which had long haunted him , and which had been but imperfectly 
developed in the Thalia. It may be said that this idea had grown 
out of tbe vast and luminous humanity of Herder , and ripened 
tiader tbe inOuence to which Herder was most opposed — tbai of 
Kant. The journal was intended to merge all that belonged to 
seel, lo party, and tbe day, and devote Itselfto all that could in- 
terest the common famOy of man; so far, this was akin to Herder i 
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butSchillersoiighllheiDlu'esl, not in broad and popular topics, 
but in that jEBlhetjcal cultivation — that development of Ideal 
Beaulj, wbieh, Ginc« hii alndj of Kant, he regarded as the Dower 
and apex of humaa accomplish oient. But Ibe enterprise or this 
periodical, memorable in much, is so principally on accoant of 
the union it established between Goelhe'and ScMlter — an union 
ioeslimable to both , and therefore to the vorld. Hitherto, these 
eminent men had moved in separate orbits; and Goethe's calm 
bindoess to his great rival, had not advanced to intimacf; bntnow 
the friendship Goethe felt for Schiller's wife , wboni he had known 
from her childhood ; the ties Formed by acqaaintanccs io common ; 
and that power of aitractiog others to his designs , which Goethe 
himselfhas remarked in Schiller; drew them closely together, and 
served to form a bond which death only conid dissolve. Goethe 
says, with Doble candour, inbtsconcspondcnce: "1 really know 
not what might have become of me, without the impulse received 
from Schiller;" — and he proceeds to enumerate the writings 
which had never beeu produced , but for the co-operatiou of tho 
only man, from whom — had Goethe been one fraction less than 
Goethe — he would have been kept aloof by jealousy and alarm. 
Into tbis journal Schiller, appointed chief Editor, poured some 
of the finest thoughts to be found in his prose writings; embodied 
in the form of philosophical criticism. Here loo , and ia the 
Huseoalmanacb , an annual publication, also undertaiien in con- 
junction with Goethe, somewhat later, appeared the immortal ly- 
rics, which perhaps eslablUhed the most popular and indisputable 
of Schiller's claims Io admiration, purely and singly as (he PoeL 
Id IUs last Periodical finally Dashed forth those Epigrams , under 
the name of Xenien; sometimes personal and caustic, sometimes 
tfiaughtfUI and ideal, wJiich set the Literary World ofGermany in 
a blaze. The conneiioD between Goethe and Schiller had excited 
much jealous hostility amongst many lesser writers; an hostility 
wreaked upon the Horen , and avenged in the Musenalmanacb by 
these laconic sarcasms. The sensation Ihey excited was prodU 
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gfons; though the; can inspire but a Inkewkraiiiilwest Id tbepab- 
Hc of a Toreign cohdItjf. * Hbdj of 1^ mors penoaal epigrania 
Schiller had the grace to withdraw from the Bubscqueat eolteclioD 
of his poems; and in this withdrawal h« could aK>id to aaeriGca 
what critics baie tenned his best. In the midst of these labours 
._.. he had die misfortune to lose his youngest sister, Nan- 
neUe, agiriorproiniseaBd beaut;; and in the same jear 
after a liugeriog disease, his blber. flefeltbothloaaesaculelf ; 
the last peiiiapsUie most: but in liis letters it pleases us to see ths 
philosopher return lo the old childlike faith in God , the reliaoce 
on Dlvioe goodoess for support id giiet, the trust in Divine mercy 
for the life lo come. For it has been remaiked witfa justice that, 
while ScblDer'a reaton Is often troubled in regard to the fanda- 
menla) truths of religion, his A«arf is always clear. The moment 
dealb strikes upon his affections , the phraseology of the schook 
vanishes from his lips — its cavils and scruples from his mind : 
And be comforts himself and his fellow raoumers with the simpla 
lessons of Gospel resigDatien aad Gospel hope. 

About this period Schiller began lo luro wearily from the stu- 
dies which had for years occupied his intellect aod ioflneaced his 
genius. He felt that he had given Mmseif loo much to abstract 
speculation, too little to the free poetic impulse. "It is high 
time," h»says, in a letter lo Goethe, " that for awhile I should 
close the Philosophy Shop." He relumed with ardour to the grand 
«utlinsofhisWalIeosiein,commeDccdyears ago; long suspended, 
never forgotten. He yearned for some escape from the learned 
and arid atmosphere around him, some quiet retreat in which he 
could he alone wilh his genius, — a suramer-honse with a garden ! 
At length, this modest desirewhichlilerally seemed to haunt him 
was realised. Not brfjrom Jena, to the ssuth-west of the town. 



' Nf Terlhelu) , their effect upon German Literslore fetendurea. 
Mr- Carljle obsenei — ("Mlseallanlai," vol. i. p. nj ~ that "ifae war ot 
■11 Uie tew good head) in the nation vltfa all lh« manj bad odm, begaulo 
Schiller'aHuaenalmaaachforlTST;" and adds, that, "aiDCe the age of 
Lulher, there has icaicely been sueh itrife and alir in Ihe intellect of 
Europe." We da not qu<l« aubicrlbe to Mr. Cariyle'a admiiaUan tor 
"the neir eutical doctrine," Bhicti dates from the Xanien. 
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he pnrchBsed a gwden , aadbwlthJBtsdfakiDdafpiTilion, irilh 
i siogle chamber. The site commaDded a wide and noble pre- 
specL Placed an [he brov of a bill, np which the garden climbed, 
the sammer-hODSe OTcrlooked the valle; of the Saale, and the 
faanglag pines of a neigbbonHng forest.' "There," says Goethe, 
in hia Prolegne to the Lay of (heBell — 

"Ibete, deck'd he Ibe fair garden walch-iowei; whence 

Which 10 liifl DO less eyer-livingaeM* 
Hade music, mjatic, jel through mjMeTT elearl" 

Here then, in the snmmer mouths, did he devote himself, 
with a passion mare fervent than in yonlh , to the divine faculty of 
creation. Often was the light seen at night streaming from the 
window, and the curious might even catch a glimpse of his tall 
shadowy figure walking to and fro the chamber; now hailing to 
write down the verses which he Srst declaimed aloud , or to sup- 
port the overstrained physical power , with the fatal eicitements, 
for which our own Byron had more eicuse, and has fonrtd less 
mercy. It was bis custom to have placed on tbe table not only 
strong coffee and chocolate, bat cbampague, and tbe far more 
Irritating and pernicious wines of tbe Bhine. ** Thns would be 
Ilbourtbe night through, liltsleep, or rather exhaustion, came 
on at morning; and be never rose till lute. Dearly purchased. 
indeed, waslbeluiuryoftbesemidnightwatcbes; butwho shall 
conceive their intense delight? Thus he speaks bi'mself in bis 
letter to Goethe, May, 1797, on bis flrst occupation of his new 
■bode; — "I greet youframmy garden, on which 1 entered this 
day: a fair landscape surrounds me; the sun goes gently down ; 
and the oightiogales begin their warbles. Ail around serves to 
render me serene; and my first evening, in my own gronnd and 
soil te of the fairest omen!" 

* The house eilsts do more; upon iti site is pliCFd an urn dedicated 
lolheraemorjorttaePoel. — DaRHiNS. 

" More irrilalinf; and peroiclou), 11 Ibe champagne was gsnniDB — 
aotao if, aaii most probable, the champagee was manufaclured in Ger- 
lUBj; — sparkling poisoD, wbicb no mao 9ia<e Vilhridatea could drint 
babituallj and live LongI 
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It happened, perhaps fortnnttely , (hat, in the soinmer of 
1797 , Wilbelm tod Humboldt left Jaa* for lUly. The inOoeuce 
(hat this emineat but over^refioiDg iotellect had eiercised on 
Schiller, had not been on the whole favoardtle lo his poetical 
genius;* ithodwithdrannUim too mncfa from the broad lodpo- 
pillar field io vhich poetry, of the highest order and most ei— 
tended empire, should seek ils themes, ioto the "Bealm of 
Shadow," — BD obscure and metaphysical ideal. With the de- 
parture of Humboldt a new and far happier direction was given lo 
Schiller's eager enet^ea. Hare delivered la the luminous in- 
Qaeoce of Goethe, he berante more imbued with bis art. A. 
friendly emulation with Goethe led to the production of Schiller's 
greatest, though simplest poetical productions — his Oallads. 
Goethe hud already shown what epic interest and what subtle wis- 
dom mighl be given to this form of verse : Schiller caught the in- 
spiration, and composed his "Diver," the sublimesl ballad in 
the world. This was followed by "The Glove," "The Cranes of 
Ihycus," Ac. &c. The years 1737-98 were signalised by these ' 
performances, in which the ripest art of Goethe seems united 
with the earliest force of Schiller. 

Meanwhile, "Wallenstein" still, though slowly, advanced 
to its elaborate complelioa. Schiller grudged no pains, and 
neglected no study, which might serve Ui (iillll in this great work, 
thai ideal of eicelleoce , for the achievement of which the neces- 
sary leisure had been so desired. He plunged into Ihe recesses of 
astrology, aadconsulled the dreams of the Cabalists, in order lo 
treatwith conscientious accuracy , and invest with solemn dignity, 
the favourite superstilion of his hero.** Finally, in January 1799, 
after great preparation, the first portion of "Wallenstein," the 

1739. "Piccolomini" was produced al Weimar. This was 
£tat.40. followedbjthe"Deathor Wallenstein," inApril. If 



>r the Beautiful. 

" Scbillerwai tend, foi their oiro uke, ot lueb ullri-pbilotophioal 
iaqulriM. Wbeo al HeilbrooD, 1191, be look mucti Inteteit in ■nloul 
magacUsm. 
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MtfaeboirdstheiDlerestotlheM »BTeral (Mrtsof tbegraUvbola 
wu not so iDteose as Behlllcr's earlier driraM, he was fortuaaU 
in Ibe cordial aopport at tbe few who nllimalel} dec[de the 
judgmeDt br ihe manj: the perusal of the work, eubseqaeallj 
published eaijre , served to deepen and to widen ^neril actmira- 
lion: themore '.'Wallengieja" waaeiaminedand discumed, tht 
more tta profound beant} grew apon the world. Long after its 
publication , Goethe compared it to i wine , which wins the loste 
in pn^nion to its age. "Ibis woric," sajs TIeck, "at once 
rich and profonod , is ■ moDnmeDt for all times , of which Geiw 
BUnj inaj be prond ; and a oalioaai feeilDg — t DttiTe ienttment 
— is reOected from this pore mirror , teacfaiog us a greater geoM 
of what we are, and what we were." In fteC, from that lime 
ScUiler became the Natiooal Poel of all Germany. 

CHAPTER XI. 
tMidenoe (I Weimar. — HarrSloRrt, — Hild of Orleans. — Brideat 
Heuina. — Heoeplioa al iheLtipaio Tfaealre. — Death otSohillw'i 

moiher. — Hii life and babiU. ~ He ii eonobled. — AcqualataaM 
with Madame de Suel. 

In the same jear, 1799, b} the advice of Ua ph;BleIaiw, 
Schiller removed to Weimar; the Grand Dske awarded him a 
pensioD of 1000 doUare, wjUi a declarstioa that it ^ould be 
doidiled if iUness Bhonld laierfwe with bis other retources. His 
peBnaiarj circnmstaDces were now competent to his moderate 
wants. " Walleoaiein " had bronght him ample femnneration; 
the periodicals with which be was eonnected yielded a regnlar aikd 
liberal income. Nevertheless, his activity increased as the ruder 
neeessilies tot exertion were dimiaiahed. Vast schemes were 
constantly bnfore him. His gsoius Itself became to him that spur 
which Poverty is to the geoitis of lees earnest men. His play of 
"Uaria Stuart," and "TheLay of theBell," long premeditated, 
ware his DBit productions; the last the greatest of his lyrics; Lha 
Srst Ihe poorest of the dramas conceived in his riper years. To an 
En^shman nothing can be less satisfactory than Scbiller's cba- 
raeter of our great Eiiiabeth; and history is violated for iosuF' 
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ficient caoseB, ind from id iadisUact and finperfocl Ideal. Ma- 
dame ds Suel thoQf^t more hlgUy of the Tngtdj thin il d^- 
serred, precisely becanse of ludefecls. TbeUarjaud the£H- 
ubeth of Schiller faav e mncb of Ibe sbtlloiniess and the tinsel of 
Freneh heroineB.* The public forouce jadgedaccaraieljiQad- 
miriDg tiie scattered beaotiesof the piece, and condemning it ib 
a whole. But sickness of body ffls; perhaps have conduced to the 
fanlls of this plajr. After Schiller's deaUi, this note, in his 
handwriliag, wasfoand: '■IhejearlSUUIwasierf ill. AmidU 
pain was 'Harjr Stoort' completed." Bat from this siofle fall 
SchiUer'a genius recoTcred itself with the bound of a Titan. T^ 
loTel; image of the "Hald of Orleans" bannted bim. Already, 
witbthecommencement of thenewyear, ISOl, three acts of this 
masterpiece of eleyaled romance were composed. In the autumn 
of the same year, during a visit to his friend EBmer at Dresden, 
he laboured at the no less magnificent "Bride of Hessins," une- 
qualled as a lyrical tragedy, despite the capital mistake of an at- 
tempt to restore to the practical stage the classic chorus. From 
Dresden he went toLeipsIc, and was present at the performance 
of Ibe "Maid of Orleans." Here one of those signal triumphs, 
which so rarely await living genius, awaited him. Scarce bad 
the drop-gcene fallen on the first act, than the house resounded 
withthecry, '■Eslebemedrich Schiller!" Xhe cry was swelled 
by all the force of the orchestra. After the performance the whole 
crowd collected in the broad place before the dieatre to behold the 
Poet. EveryheadwasbaredasbepassedaloDg; while men II Red 
their children ia tbeiranos, to show the pride of Germany to the 
new generation — crying out, "Dieseristes" — "Thetis he!" 

Prom Leipsie Schiller returned to Weimar, where "TbeHaid 
of Orleans" soon fonnd Its way to the boards; but its moSt gor- 
geous representatloa was at Berlin , where the New Theatre coin- 
menced with lis performance on a scale of grandeur unprecedented 
there, and which has never been equalled since, even on the Loa- 
doD Stage, onder the direction of our great Artist- Actor. 
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Schiller aad Goethe were do« ilmasl ioMpanble. Togetber 
tbej directed the muiigemeat or the Weimir Theatre , in which 
Schiller still anlerlaloed Ideal of DramaUc Digoitjr, loo loft; for 
the social life of the moderns. BiiU did his manfaood desire that 
for which his boyhood had been desilaed — the focatioo of the 
Preacher ; — lod the Stege aiill but suggested to him the office of 
thePulplk " The Polpit and the Stage are the oal J places drill," 
Mid he. He loved the 'Rieetn; it wai the soli public entertain- 
ment he habitudij frequented. He waa fond of the societj of 
Actors. He osed to invite them to inppcr at the Btadtiuua, after 
the first, iH eien a mwe thaD nmally niccesarul, perfonnaoce of 
one oFbis pieces. But generally, on returning from the Theatre, 
his mind waieieited, and his emulatioa Bred; And the midnight 
lamp at freimar, as at Jena, attested that prodigious enei^, 
which DO Infirmltyilackened, and no glory conld appease. 

At this time he purchased a small house on the Esplanade — 
asBociated Indeed with melancholy auspices; the same dajr he 
entered It his mother died. He felt in this aSlietion the rupture of 
ihelaattiaofjonlb. He wrote to hie Sister — "Ah, dearSiUer, 
Ml both the beloTcd Parenta are gone from us , and the oldest bond 
that IhsteDedui to life ia rent 1 let us, we three, (including faia 
other lister.) alone surviving of our father's house, let ui cling 
jet closer to each other ; fijrget not that thou hast a loving brother. 
I rouember vividly the daja of our youth when we were all in all 
to each other. From that early eiistence our fate has divided ne; 
bnt aticchiDent — conhdence, remain unchanged — aachange- 

Id his own circle lay his purest end best comforL Be loved (o 
assoc^te himself with the infant sports of his children. Manja 
time was be found with his boy playing * on the Qoor. AronDd 
him were assembled such friends as Genius rarely Gads — men 
dear alike to his heart , and worthy of his iatellecl. At the Court 
he was grown familiar, aod though he frequeiiled it less than bis 
royal friends desired, it was no longer made displeasing to bia 
tastes by the reserve of an ineiperienced pride. 



• At iba tameciUed "UooiodDc^," oniliroun. 
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To his iolellecMal life Goellw btd grown oecMMry, — while 
his BioM heusehold fHtnds were kH old College •cquaintiDM, 
WiUielin too WoLcogen, and Woltogeo's irife, — the eloqueni 
■od enlhnsustiG BiaEer or bis owD. But, witbal , hlspMslonfor 
soliUrj waaderiogB wis nDsbited. OlXea was he seen to die 
lonel; wdbs of tbe Park, slopping kbruptlf to note down his 
tbougbts ia his tablets; often seated amidst the gloomj bMcbss 
and cypresses that ciotho tbe crags, leading towards tbe Boyal 
Pleasure House, (tbe R«miscbe Hans,) and littening to the miir- 
mut of tbe neighbouriDg brook. 

Id 1802, be received from tbe Empeior of Austria a pateol of 
aobililj: it was obloinad through the uosolicited iDftuence ofthe 
Duke of Weimar. He esteemed the hooour at its Just priee — oot 
.with tbe vulgar seorii of the would-bB cynic , still less wid the 
elaiioD of • rain convert ft«m OepubltcaBifim. It pleased " Loki 
and tbe children." 

In tbe followiug year Madame deStaSl visited Weimar, where 
faeraiwqualled powers of converaatioo were more apprecialed than 
ioLoodoB. She herself has, in her "AIleiBagne," given nsan 
interesting sketch of Schitlen fie seems at first to have been 
mote startled with the readiness of ber powers, than charmed with 
their brilliancy, or penetrated with Ibetr depth. Re says of her, 
not withoDt justice, thalher"iVRhiMJaDd her feeHiigw«e better 
4han her metaphysics." He Is not quite pleased with that French 
dvMneis of understanding that made her averse to the Ideal Ph»- 
4osophy, which she believed led only to mysticism and snperstt- 
tioQ. He asserts somewhat too positively, "for what we call 
Poetry, she has no sense." He coinplalos (hat " she can Ippreciate 
oidy in such works, the passionate, the rhetorical, the universal 
or popular. She does not prize the false , bat she does not always 
recognise the true." 

Id a subsequent letter to his sister, Schiller appears to have 
found the illustrious Frenchwoman improved upon acqnaintanee, 
for be there expresses his admirallon with more cordiality, and 
less reserve. He now finds her "a Phenomenon in her sex — for 
Esprit and eloquence equalled but by few men — uniting with all 
the delicacy or Bnesse, obiatned by inlercoune with tiie great 



work) , that rare uraettiiMs aod depth of mind obUJued b; meat 
<m^J tbroDgb aoUtrnde."* In tnilh, whaierer v«re the tnon of 
Hadaine de Stall, tbere wa« in her chancier and hergenlu, a 
geoottM tt<Aleneas aklo to SeUirer's; and though much of ber 
rame, rounded DD her comerBat1onale1i>qaeDce, passed away wiUi 
heneir, her irorts still attest that union ot fmagioation wlUi in- 
idled — endinsiasm witk senae, wirieb la nerer foaad but io 
minds of a great order, and in hearts which may indeed be mialed 
by pasaion , but in which hooesty and gaadneaa are as instincts. 



CHAPTER XII. 

" Wilhelm Tell." - HI beallii. - Last ilckness. - Dealt. - Burial. 
Anb now , in that mjaterions circle in which the life of genias 
so Ereqnently appears to move, SchiUer, nearing the close of bis 
career, retDTned to the iDspiratiooe with which it had cooiiBeDced. 
fiia first mde Drama bad burned with the wild and balf-ileliriaus 
brer of Liberty: — Liberty, purified and made raliooal, gave 
tbeme ud esbsianee to his last. The egtbanasia of the geoina 
whieb had composed the "aobbers," wt« the "Wilhelm Tell." 
Goetfae baa (Served, indeed, that, aithoagh the idea of freedom 
raaa through all dia wortts of Seblller , the earlier embodied the 
pfcysacal fr«edom, the latter the ideal. Bat this caoaot birlybe 
regarded as the disiinetioB between the " Babbers" and" Wilhelm 
Tdl." It i» no ideal liberty for which the simple moantaineers, 
whom Bcballer bae drawn io ootiinea so iarge and muscolar, aspira 
and stniBgle; it is physical, practical, homely liberty — liberty 
of lib and soil. It i* diis very practicability which really dividet 

* In the liilb Tolum* ol the " Correipondeace belveea fioethe aad 
Scbiller," and in GmUii'i s«D '^Tag- nod Jabrei-Heft," ire may never. 

thelets perceive, that Uadanie de SMi was Io bolh Ihese illualrioiK Ger- 
mans lomewhat too oppresslvel; Iirllltant and loquacious , — soinei'liat 
approaching rKoaalanall; to that iDciil iDOicllOD For which we taave no 
phrsM ao eiprestiie aa Ibal wblch one of our moat mlaent Engliitamen 
fomewhal blunllj applied (a ber ; — " The cleverest womtn in Ihe world 
for inch a bore, and Ihe greaieai bore in the woild (or «o cleter a 
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lbe"Tdl"nroii)lhe"Babben:" id the laU heaves lli« perturbed 
sigfa for ■ social revohi^an , — for some Hbect; eoalrarf to ill tba 
forma aod the verj anbalance of the organised world ; Uiaao un- 
reasoning pasaioD that would risk a chaos for the chance that again 
ma; go forth the words — "Let there be light!" But In "Tell" 
the idea of liberty, tptense and visible In itself, is jet circum- 
scribed to Iht narrowest possible boundaries ; it is but the struggle 
of an lionegt and naiversal people for indepeodenee, vliboatone 
whisper of ambition , without one desire of revehge : it is a revo- 
lalioD portrajed in aa anli-revolntioaarj spirit; throughoot the 
whole breathes the condemnation of the French anarchy; It is an 
evoking of the tnie Fiotlmel iliat, beside her living and haman 
Beantj, the false Florimel maj dissolve IdIo snow.* 

InlbespriDgoflSOi, SchillervisItedBerlin, at which cit j he 
was received with signal bononrs ; in Inly we find him at Jena, 
where, while his wife was happilj conSned of her jwmgttl 
daogfaler, his constitntlon was severely shaken by a feverish coM. 
He suffered mnch and frequently daring the rest of the year, bat 
bts mental activity was nndiminished : besides some of his minor 
poems, such as "The Alp Hunter," Bod"TheLayoftheHill," 
he was employed OD a Translation of "Bacine'sFhMre," and the 
onHine of the Tragedy of "Demetrius," never completed. 

He also, about this time or very little later, conceived the 
scheme ofa Drama which, if suitably executed , woold have been, 
perhaps , the most eitraordinary of ail his TariouB eompositious. 
The subject was to be the Fttnch Police — and die plot to have 
embraced all ibe evils and abuses of modem dvllisetioa. Sncb a 
work would indeed be of wide compass and noble usee, but it 
seems to require the space of a prose Bctioo , and It is difflcolt to 
comprehend how it could have been contracted into the limits, 
and eipressed Id the form , of a Poetical Drama. II is noticeable, 
thai Uie singular sympathy with mankind which Schiller possessed, 
often makes him the father of ideas in others with whom no direct 
communicatiou can be traced, — the seeds that spriitg up so 
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la?iBldy Id bis bnmaDe ialellect are dlspenad bf ioTlslble winds 
to grow ODeierj sell. Tbigideaofdeplcliag, bj literary portrai' 
tore , th« social ills of CivilisatioD aod France , is the main stock 
ofmorelhan baifl^e French writersoi our own daj. — InBaliac, 
ia Sand, In Sne, ia Sourestrc, liviog \d the midst of the greal 
irtiirlpool — are heard the echoes or the Thoaght which was only 
bnalhed inaodibl; withia (he heart of the Poet-student of the 
tFaDqoil Weimar. And with these recurreaceslo the peculiar in- 
splralionsofhis joQih, — the desire of travel returned propheli' 
call; to one about to dqiart for e<rer from alt earlhl j homes. He 
traced roQtesvpoa the chart, and spoke of plans and pilgrimages 
neverto be realised. 

The repenisal of "Herder's Ideas on the Bisior; of Han" — to 
which (thongb he was ollen lai^elj indebted to it) he did not be- 
tbre do jostice* — seems also to have deepened bis mediiaUons 
(■pon Life, Nature, and Eternal Providence. " Christianitj," 
be Mid to his gifted ^ster-in-law, "has stamped a new impres- 
sion on Hnmanitj, while it revealed a sublimer prospect to the 
son]." According to this witness, Madame von Wolzogen — the 
best, for the most household, evidence — bis faith increased as 
his life drew nearer to its goal. 

At length, after many preparatory warnings — visitings, imder 
the name of catarrhal fever, of his constitutional pulmonary 
di8«ase — SchfUer was stricken with his last illness on the 
38th of April, 1806; Goedie, who was just recovering ii^h 
from a dangerous illness, called on Schiller, wbombe found 
leaving bis house for the rheab«. He was too unwell to accom- 
pany, too polished to detain him , — they parted for the last time 
at the tbrediold of Schiller's door. At ^e close of the perfOTm- 
aoce Schiller felt himself seized with a feverish attack. A young 
friend, Henry Voss (son of the celebrated Author of "Lnise, "ate.), 
led blm home. On calling the next morning, Toss found bim 

* He (aid lo Madame vol) Wolioiren.— "I know not bow <l Ig, but 
this Book spukg to me afler quite a new fisblon." Herder and Scfalller 
were not very rimiliarly iptimgle— Ihey vera ton liie each olhtr tor eor- 
dial concurrenee. Both were eiientially earnest, and ttaorelore the 
dilTerenee between ibem redited compromise. 



cCoogk 



Lxxxriu 

MrMched on ibe soik between sleep uti wtUng. "Sttt I Itt 
^ain!" he aiid in a hollow voice. As yet, howeier, be bad DO 
conception of his danger ; be tbongbt to have disooTwed • treat- 
ment to ensure his recoverf , His mind for sonw dajs continued 
clear, andtbechiefregret be expressed wasforlheinterrnption U 
"Demetrins." But on the 6th ofMaj be began to wander: on 
that day Voss, visiting bim again, obEcrved tbat his ^es were 
deep sunken ; every nerve twitched convulsively ; tbey brougbt bins 
some lemons, at which he caught eagerly, but laid them down 
again with ■ feeble hand. Delirium came on: be raved ofsoldlere 
and war; the word Lichtenberg, or Leuchtenburg, {the fOTmer 
(he name Drananlhorwhomhehad been lately reading, the Utter 
of a castle which he had long desired to visit) came often to his 
lips. On tbe evening of the Ttb, his mind recovered ; he wished 
to renew bis customary conversations with bis sister-in-law upon 
the proper theme and aims of tragedy; she prayed him to TtMf 
qnlet: he answered, loncbingly — " True; now, when no one 
aiklerstands me, and I no more understand myself, it is betl^ 
Ihat IsbouldbesUeui." Sttortjy before, he had concluded soma 
talk on death with these striking words: "Death can be no evil, 
for it is nniversat." And now the thought of eteinil; seems to 
have occupied bis mind in its dreams ; for in deep be eiclaimed, 
"Is tbat your bell? — is tbat your beeren?" He IbcnraiMdhls 
looks, and a soft smile came over bis face. Itwas, perhaps, «« 
■waking from this sleep that he used those memorable word* — 
"Now is life so clear! — so much is made clear and plain!" 

In the evening he took gome broth , and said to hit frienda ib« 
"he thought that night to sleep well, with God's will." His faith- 
ful servant, who watched him., said tbat, dnring the night, Im 
recited many lines from "Demetrius," and once be called no God 
to preserve him from a long and tedious death-bed. 

On the morning of the 8th of Hay he woke up composed , and 
asked for his youngest child. She was bronghl lo bim. He took 
Uie infant's hand in his own , and gazed at her long with a look of 
unspeakable sorrow. He theo began to weep bitterly, kissed the 
joang face with emotion, and beckoned to them lo remove the 
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Towards die areniiif fats sisler-in-Iair approacbed bis bed, and 
asked how he felt. "Better and better, calmer and calmer," wu 
his answer. He then longed once more to see the sun ; they drew 
aside the curtains ; he looked sereael; on the setting light. Nature 
reeetYed his lareweil. 

HU sleep that olglit was distarbed; his miod again wandered; 
with the moroiDg he had lost cooscionsness. He spoke in- 
coherently, and cbiedj mLa[in. Hislast drink was cbaoipagne. 
Towards three in the inernoon came on the last eihiiis lion ; the 
hreath began to faii. Towards Tour, be would have called for 
naphtha, bnl the last syllable died on bis lips; — finding himself 
speechless, be motioned that he wished to write something; hut 
Us hand conld trace only three letters, in which was yet recog- 
oisable the distinct ebaracier of his wriliog. Hiswifeknejtby bis 
side ; he pressed her hand. His sisler-in-lBw stood with the pby- 
aldao at the foot of the bed , applying warm cnshions to the eoM 
feet. Suddenly a sort of electric shack eame orer hia CDunt«- 
nanee; Uie head fell bach; the deepest calm settled on his face. 
His features were as those of one in a soft sleep. 

The news of Scbiller'a death soon spread through 'Weimar. 
The theatre was closed; men gathered together in groaps. Each 
fell aa if he liad lost his dearest friend. To Goethe, enfeebled 
himself by long illness, and again sirickeD by tome relapse, do 
one had the courage to mention the death of bis beloved rival. 
When the tidings came lo Henry Meyer, who was wUh him, 
Ileyer left the bonse abruptly, lest his grief might escape hint. 
No one else had the courage to break the iutelligencB. Goethe 
perceived thai ih« members of bis household seemed embarrassed, 
and aniiou* to avoid him. Ha dinned something of iha fact) and 
sald.atUst, >'I see, — Schiller most be very ill." 'Hiat eight 
ibey oyarheard him — tlie serene man, who seemed almostaboie 
human affection , who disdained to reveal to others whatever grief 
be fell when hia.sondied — they overheard Gobtbb weep! lathe 
morning he said to a friend, "Is it, not true IhatScfailler waa very 
ill yeslerdayt" The friend (it was a woman) sobbed. "He i> 
dead," said Goethe bintly. "Yon have said it," v*a tbo answer. 
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"He ts dead!" repeiltd Goethe, ind covered his e;«B vtlh his 
faiads. 

The bodf was dissected ; and it might be some Gonsolatioa to 
tbe moaniers to Iidow tliat mach prolongation of liTe had been 
bejoad the art ofmedlcinei the led long was deatrojed, tlieveD- 
tricles of the heart wasted, tbe livu' iadurated, the gall-bladder 
extreme] J swelled. A son oF the great Herder, oaeofthephjsi- 
eiaas who eumlned the bodj, thought it impossible that, under 
any circumstances, he could have lived half a j'eai', oor tliat 
without great suffering. 

Schiller was buried in the night oFthe llifa ofHay; twelve 
young men of good Family bore the cofflo ; the beaveos were 
clouded, but ihe nighiingatcB sung loud and full. As the train 
proceeded , the MUnd of a horse's hoofs was heard ; a rider dis- 
mounted and Tallowed the procession — it was Wilhelm voa Wo)- 
logen, who had heard the fatal news at Naumburg, and hastened 
to paj the last respect to the remains of his college Friend. As the 
bier was towered , the wind suddenly scattered the mists, and the 
moon broke forth , and its light streamed apoD Ihe coffla. When 
all was over , the skies were suddenly obscnred again. 



CONCLDDING CHAPTER. 



So, al the early age of Forly-^ve, closed the earthly career 
of Friedridi Schiller. This, oor brief epitome of his life, has 
been designed simply as the illnstralion and compuiiOD of the 
poems we translate. By the light of a noble life, we can best read 
tbe remains of a noble geaias. We regret the omissions n^ 
CMsary to 80 compact an abridgment aFSchiller's many and voId- 
minons biographers. Bat ourobjectisatlained,. if, fromamidst 
masses of interwoven detail , and supn^truBtnred disquisition, 
we have hewn out as a frontispiece to this voloms, a rude bnt 
EtithFuI likeness oF Ihe man. 

It is necessary fbr English readers , who would form an esti- 
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male or SchJlIer's dalms on posUrii; , to TMnembcr Ibu he pr«-< 
ceded the great poels who hive made the NtneteeDlh Ceutnrj *d 
ten in British literature inrerior odIj to the Eliiabethia. Hov 
largely, Ihoagh indlrectlj, he his inOueoced tfas spirit ofoor re- 
cent poetry most be apparent to those familiar with his writings ; 
not, perhaps, that all in whom that inDncace ma; be traced were 
acquainted eten with the lingnage in which be wrote. The ia- 
flueoce or genius circnlates iDsenubly , through a thousand cban- 
nels impossible to (race: and, as in GliHbetb's daj, theltaliao 
mind coloured deep); the ntj atmosphera in which Shakespeara 
breathed iDspiralioa, so, in the earlier years of the present cmi- 
tnrj , the spirit ot Schiller operated almost eqnallj on those versed 
ID, and those ignorant of, the German language. It affected each 
pecnliar mind according to its own pecaliar Idiosjncrasj — was re- 
fleelive with Coleridge, chiralrons with Scott, animated and pas- 
sionate with Byron, and transfused Its lyric Sre into the kindling 
melodies ofCamphell. 

Id the sabioiaed translation a Ihonsand IhoDghts , and tarns 
of tiionght, will remind the reader of our later masters of song, 
and may want the chtrm of noteltj merely becanse ihey have 
ftiraished noTelty to others. But what distioguishea (khiller 
fhtm those we have named, is the purpose, the philosophical 
aim, ^nd thongbtfnl conception , with which most of bis later pie- 
cea were composed. In all "Chlide Harold" there Is not the 
purpoiiot "The Walk;" In alt "Marmion" tiiere is no glimpse 
of die deep and ethical meaning which eialts "Hie Diver:" And 
Ibis brings os to the material distinction of Sditller: — his singu- 
' lar ardour for Truth, his solemn eonriction of die duties of a 
Poet — that deep-rooted idea on which we have been more than 
once before eallMl upon to insist , that the Minstrel sboald be the 
Preacher, — that Song Is the Sister of Bcligion in its largest 
sense, — that the St^s is the Pulpit to all sects, all nations, all 
time. No author ever had more earnestness than Schiller, — 
his earnestness was tberealsecretofbisgreatness; this combina- 
tion of philosophy and poetry, this harmony between genlns and 
conscience, sprang out of the almost perfect, almost Dnrivalled 
equality of proportioDS which gaveaymmetrytohisvaiiotis&cul- 
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tim,* With faim tht imagindion ind the iolcllect w«« so Died j 
btlSDCed, that one knows not which wts the greater; owing, 
happily, to theeileiuiTe tinge ofhissiadies, it roaj be said that 
B9 the iotellect wis enricbed, tiie imagtnalioa was strengthened. 
Unlike Goethe's poet io "WDhdni Heisler," he did not sing 
"as tbe bird sings," Trom the mere impnlse of song, bat he 
ralber selected Poetry as the roost peifeel form for the oipresiion 
of Doble fancies and high tfaooghis. "Bis conscience is bis 
Uuse."" II was thus said of him with truth, — "that his poeti- 
cal excelleDCe was of later ^vwth Uiao his intellectual i " and as 
the style of Lord Bacon ascended to its sonorous beaaty, in pro- 
portion as his mind became more stored , and his meaning more 
profoDnd, so the faculty of eipresaian ripened with Schiller in 
eiact ratio to the cultivation of his inteUect. His earliest composi- 
tions were written with dilBcnlty end labaor , and he was slow in 
■cqniiing tboroDgh mastery oter the gigantic elemeuis of his 
laogaBge. Perhaps this very difficulty (for nodiiog is so fatal to 
the meoial constitution as that rerbal dysentery which we call 
fhcllily) , served both to increase his passion for his art, and to 
direct it to objects worthy the time and the care be wts in his 
yonnger manhood compelled to bestow tipon his composi lions. 
Xtom this finely-paiMdadjustmenl between tiier«asoniDg and th« 
HuaginatiTO faonlliM , came the large range of his amhilioll , not 
ooBBtted to Poetry alone, bat eitending over Ibe whole field of 
Letters. We can little appreciate Sdiilter, ifvre regard bim only 
as the aothor of "Wallenstein," and the "lay of the Bell;" 
wherever the genias of his age was astir, we see the flightof his 
wing and the print of his footsteps. While, in verse, be ha* 
nude eipertmenls in almost every combination, except the epic, 
(and in that he at one time conceived and sketched a nohle 

• Hence Mr. Carljle well ohservei, "Sometimes we saspecltlial it 
ii Ibe very grandeur of hia seneni powerj which p«v«ol« ut from e»- 
dniively admirinfl bti poetic genial- We are not lulled b; tbe liren 
MDg of poetry beeauie her melodies are blended wilh the clearer. 
maDlier lone] or serious reason, and of honest tbough exalted feeling.'' 
— CAKi.yt.i'1 lift of Si ■ ■■* 



" "SaMOsricRceestaaaiiue." — Di STaiiL. 
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outllDe), embracing the drtma, the ode, tbceleg]', the aarraliTfl, 
the didactic, the epigrammatic, and in eftch achieved a triumph, — 
io Prose, he lias left moauments onlj less imperishable Id the 
Tflriaasandrarfllyreeoncileabielafidsof romance, ofcritlelsm, of 
blgh-wronght philosopbiul speculation, and Impartial historical 
research. HisRomaDceonhe "Ghost Seer" is popular Id enrj 
nation, and If not perrect or its kind, the bulls are thoM ot a 
soper-einheraot intelleei, which often impedes, by too dlsqaisitife 
' a dialogne, Ihe progress of the uarralive, and the thread ofthe 
events. In ibis be resembled Godwin rather than Scott. If with 
"8t.I.£oa," and "Caleb Williams" (be "GbosISeer" rests in 
Ike second diss of popularitj; it is because, with them, it re~ 
qalres a reOeclive uiiDd to seize all its beauties, and jield Ui all 
its charms. 

Id Biiiotj, U Schiller did not attain to the higher rank, it 
was not because he wanted the greatest qualities ofthe hislorian, 
but because the subjects he selected did not admit of tiieir fiill 
developnteut. But while his works in that direction are amongat 
the most channing, impartial, and justl; popular, of which his 
eitioD boasts, he has shown, in the introductory Lecinre, de- 
livered by bhnself at Jena, how grand his ealinuleef history was. 
His uolioas on history are worlb whole libraries of history bself.* 
As a Philosophical Essayist, he is not perhaps very original, 
(though in borrowing from Kant he adds niach that may birly be 
called bis own,) and rigid Heuphy^cians have complained of 
his vagueness and obscurity.** But his lAject was not that of 
severe and logical reasoning; it was to eull the art to which most i' 
of bis essays were devoted; to make the great and the pure.pq)u-| 
lar; to educate the populace up to purity and greatness. The| 

* (It tfai) lecture — "What is antveiMl History, and wilb «Iiil 
liens should <Ebe iludied?" -~Mr. Cailjle obierm jiutlTi "there per- 
haps bas never been in Europe anotber coone of bistory sketched ont on 
principles lo magniBcent and pbilosophinl." — CAKLiLt's Lift of 
SchiOtr. 

** Hr. Garlyle, bove'sr. Mtinutei tbe logical precisian or SchMLer 
more bighlj' than many of Schiller's own counlrymen; and ipeaka of the 
fsthelto Letters, as "one of ibe deepest, most compact piMO* of rea- 
soning be is anywhere acqualoled vilh." — UiicIll. p. vi. 
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ideal philosophy, as profesacd bj Schiller, was, in Taci, a kind 
of menial as well as moral ChrisUaail;, (hat was to pcDetraie the 
miDd as well as Ihe soul — exleod to the arts of maa as well as bis 
cteeds; to make all Dature a temple — all artists priests i Chris- 
tisnit]' Id spirit and effect it was — for its muD purpsse was that 
of die Gospel creed, viz. to draw men oal of this life Into a purer 
and higher air of being — to wean from virlae the hopes of reward 
below — to make enjoyment consist in something beyond Ihe 
senses. What holy meditation was to the saints of old, the ideal 
of Esthetic art was to the creed ofSchiller. Xberefore, hisphi- 
losopby, in sbict accordance wiUi bis poetry, was designed not so 
mncb to coDTlnce as to ennoble: it addresses the sool ralhef than 
the on ders landing; — and, therefore, though in the wide com- 
pass of Schiller's works there are passages which would wonad the 
sincere and unqaestioning believer ; Ihongh in his life there were 
times when he was overshadowed by the doubts that beset in- 
quiry; though in the orlhodoi and narrower sense of the word 
Christian,* 11 wonhj he presumptuous to define his sect, ordecide 
onhisbeiief; the whole scope and tendency of his works, tekeo 
one Wiethe other, are, like his mind, eminently Christian. No 
German writer — do writer, not simply Iheological — has done 
more to increase, to widen, and to sanclify the reverent disposi- 
tion that inclines to Fami. 

As Schiller's poelry was the flower of his mind, so in his 
poetry are lobe fonnd, in Iheir most blooming prodace, all Ibe 
faculties that led him to philosophy, criticism, and history, lu 
tjs poetry ve reflected all bis manifold studies. Philosophy, cri- 
ticism, and history pour their treasures into his verse. One of a 
tnlnd so candid, and a life so studious, was necessarily strongly 

* It La Inpoiiibte to over-eitioute (bgl plasticity nhich ill protuund 
Iheoiaglans bive recognised as llie attribute of Ihe Cfarisliaii religion — ■ 
pliBticilrvbicbaccDmmodBteslLseKloall eliinalet — allmaDners— all 
liDiea — all degree! ot undeia land lag — all vnrieties o[ civilisation. 
Heace, not on); (he mulliplicil]' o( ita sccta, but Ihe InBumerable dii- 
Uoctions of Individual belier, iacluded ia an embiace wide as Ibe laull 
orSeaven itaelt. Could we read all hearts, il aould perhaps be tound 
that the mod ligld aectarian baa in bis conselence aome point* in which 
he dilTara froni the rellow-aeetirian beside whom he kneela. 
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ImptessioDible (o iaQoences. Schiller's eireer was one edncatioD 
and its grades are slrongljr marlied. Always esaentiallj bainaDe, 
wllli a hearl dial beat warmly for mankind , bis first works betray 
tbe inlemperate zeal and fenoor of tbe Bevolntion wbich then in 
lis fair onibreak misled not mere the IseiperieDce of youth than 
Iha sagacity o( wisdom ; a zeal and fervour increased in Schiller 
by the rormai oppression of academieal tyranny;* a nature dd- 
asually fiery and impatient; and a taste terribly perverted by the 
sentiment ofBausseatt and tbe bombast ofKlapstock. Friendship, 
love, indignalion, poverty and solitnde, all served afterwards to 
enritb his mind with tbe recoilectioD of strong passions and keen 
sniferings: and, thrown much upon himself, It is bis own life and 
bis own ibongbts that he eonslanlty reproduces on the stage. The 
penMal of Shakespeare bas less visible and direct inllaence on Ms 
genins than he himself seems lo suppose; — the slndy ofbisiory 
has far more. From the period in which he steadily investigated 
the past, his cfaaraclera grow more actual; his Hwiumity more 
ratianal and serene. He onlgrows Bonssean; the revolnUonary 
spirit fades gradftalty from his mind; be views tbe vast cbraaiele 
of man notvith tfaeferroarofaboy, bnl the calm of a statesman. 
At this ^me be begins to deserve the epithet Goethe bas emphati- 
cally bestowed on bim-^be becomes 'pracHeel.' But with tbe 
study ofbisiory comes tbe crisis of doubt, the period ofbis scep- 
ticism and his angaisb. From this influence he emerged into the 
purerair, which be never afterwards abandoned, oftiie Ideal Phi- 
losophy. Here be found a solution of his doubts — a religion for 
his mind. Almost at tbe Mme Gtae that his intellect is calmed 
and deepened by philosophy, bis taate acquires barmoniona sym- 
metry and repose from the study of the ancient masterpieces.' 
From that period, his style attains its final beauty of simplicity 
combined with staieliness, and vigour best shown by ease. A 
happy marriage, a fome assured, an Income competent to bis 
wants, serve permanently lo settle into earnest and serious dignity 
■ life hitherto restless — an amhitionhitherto vagneanduDdefiued- 
cr produced 
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IheDceforth he sarrendcTS bimself whotif to the highest and 
purest objects hamsa Mt can atluu. His frame is attacked , his 
health gone for ever; but the body has here no tallueDee on titt 
mind. Schiller lives in his art; he attains to the ideal eiisleoce 
he has depicted ; he becomes the Pure Form , theArchetype, Uie 
Geitalt, that he has described id his poem of the "Ideal and the 
Actual;" lirlng divoiced from tbebody ~ inthehenvenljBeldsa 
. spirit amongst the gods. It is now that we trace in his works th« 
influences of two masKr minds with which he Uved familiarly — 
William von Humboldt and Groethe.* The Brst we see in his 
mfStical, typical, andKanlian compositions; the last in the mora 
locid and genial spirit ofhis lyrics and his narratives. B; degrees, 
the latter happily prevailed. As Humboldt receded from the scene, 
aud bis intercourse with Goethe mellowed , Schiller comes oiil of 
Ike cloud into the light. He recognises the true ideal of art; tho 
clear eipreasion of serene thouf^t; the Grecian Alhent prevailing 
OTerthe typical Egyptian Naith. The last influence produced on 
bim by profane literature was in the works of Calderon , then just 
translated; and which, according to the testimony of Goethe, 
deeply and sensibly impressed him. But be did not survive long 
enough for that impression to become apparent in his own com- 
positions. 

We have omitted all detailed criticism of Schiller's Dramas, as 
they have been made more or less familiar to the reader, by vi- 
rions trandations, by repeated Dolices in our popular joamals, 
andbj theaticntioQ thej have received inthebiographIed.workof 
Hr. Carlyle. Our limits would not permit ns to do justice to 
works requiring lengthened and elaborate consideration, or to 
enter into a controversy with other critics, ttoai whom we may 
dilfer as to their merits or defects. Briefly, it appears tons, that 
tike the dramas of many great poets, from Byron op even to 
Shakespeare, their highest merit is not that purely dramatic. 

* The laltmacy betveen Goetbe and ficblller wai tbe more remark- 
able, because it was ■loiDslpureliinttlleclDal. Goelhe sejs, in a eou- 
versation vlib Eckermann, "that ibere «Bi no necessity Tor especial 
friendaliip between (hem — tb^ oommoB effOria made dielr noblest 
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Periitps of thtt qnatUy there is iii»re in tbe eirlier thin Ibe latei 
Tngedies. The "Bobbers" is sEill upon the nhole Ibe most fre- 
qaeollf acted ef ill Schiller's Fitys.* GIsBciug over his riper 
perforniRDces, his graodesl, in point of ialdleet, is "Wslieo- 
steia:" Id point or Terbal poetry, the music an d the expression, 
"The Bride ofUessina" is the toveliest; in point of feeling and 
conception "The Maid of Orleans," most engrosses the heart, 
lod enlists the fancy. But the one in nhich Schiller, icitb the 
fullest success , emancipates his art from himself — in vbicb bis 
ovD indiviilualily the least moulds and iDQnences his creations — 
seems 10 OS the "WilhelmTell." Ashlsdiiefmarit, vbetheras 
Han or Artist, lay in bis earnestness, so, in that earnestness, lay his 
main defect as a vriter for the Stage. He could not, as the stage- 
writer really ought, reflect inditferently — vthtti in tpemilum — 
vice and virtae — the mean and the sublime. He could not escape 
the (emptatioD of placing in the mouths of kis characters, the 
MDlimenls he desired to enforce span the vorld ~ evea though , 
the occasion was inappropriate. All bis favourite characters ulk . 
too mncb — and too much as Schiller thonght and Schiller felt. 
Morally one of the least selQsh of men, — inteUectaal1yheisoQ« 
of the most egotistical. Who that held the doctrine that the Dra- 
matist, the Poet, should be IhePreacber, could fail to be sot He 
loTed Truth too much to snlTeT her to be silent, whenever he had 
occasion to mike her oracles be heard. The complex varieties — 
theainuouswindings of human character, are, for the most part, 
without the pale of his conscieDtions and stately genius. He thus 
avoids (at least in blslater works) the vulgar reproach attached to 
Goethe, and which might with equal tnUh be urged agaiiUl 

■ Tbe lTD< l«it ot (he Sratnntfc racuUj, apart rrom the Poelloat, it 
itt practical adapMbilit; l« (he stage. A pky oF very inferior literari 
merit may keep its bold on (he boards, to the eiclusion of works inSnilc- 
ly more poetical, by ila dramatic qualities;— tii. by the correspon- 
deaee belv*en ihsacliOD of its plot and emalions tbe most generally po- 
pular. . . Hence, the TildiCy on the ttige of plays that ara ahnott 
despised in the library — sucb as the "StrangeT," "Piiarro," &c 
Koliebue'a BramalJc talent, as separate rcom intellectual or Poelio 
merit, is pooitively wonderful, aad deserves tbe miautetl study of all 
practical writers for the stage. 01 Ibis, Schiller wis fully aware. 
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Shtketpeire, Tit. Uiithe mikes error ■mtable, ind clolbes crime 
vilb charm. Bis characters are. far the most part, embodiments 
of great principles and great Irnths, rather tfaiD the fieiile aad 
mnlUform represen (aliens of human natnre, which, while 
Idealised into poetry, still render the creations of Shakespeare so 
lining and distinct. 

Schiller is thus on the whole , greater as a Poet than a Drama- 
tist — so, indeed, is Shakespeare , but from entirely different and 
opposite causes ; Shakespeare, from the eiquisiie subtlety of his 
imagination, which, iaaCaliban, anAriel, aTitanla, escapes 
the grOBsness of representation; Schiller, from too stalnelike a 
rigidity and hardness: we do not see the veins at play beneath his 
marble. 

It Is in the Conection of bis Minor Poems that Sehiller's tme 
nriety is best seen — a variety not at cheraeter, but of ifaoo^^t, 
of sentiment, of fancy, of diction, and of metre. As we btn 
remarked in the advertisement preGied to this volume, >i« 
singlespecimensof his poems can give any accurate idea of the ex- 
cellence of the whole. It is the predominant merit of this collec- 
tion, that it conveys the most transparent exposition of the Poet: 
its coDienis are the confessions of his soul , as well as the eiercisea 
of his genlns. For, with a little modiGcalioD , what Jean Paul 
uidofHerder, may be said of Schiller, that he was less a Poet 
than a Poem , — and therefore , all his poelrj should be studied as 
illustrations of the Human Poem — Schiller himself! Through 
Aeeinberant variety of his verse, is discernible — as an elemen- 
tary and harmonious principle — a character singularly frank, 
ttioughtful, elevated, and pure; hence, as with some great 
orator , fkvoarite tbonghts are often repeated, because the eaniest- 
ness of the man desires certain truths to be impressed upon the 
memory. It is not till we have condnded the entire coUection, 
that we can thoroughly appreciate each single poem , * or ctvn- 
prebend, in all Its phases, the lofty natnre of the Poet. Her«, 
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betur thu) in all biognpUet, mtj be ineed the deTelopmeat ol 
agreitMidkJwrioasmiDd; The eiuberaat fire of iLe First Period; 
the sobdnedmelod; of the Second, whether in joj or in doubt — 
Id sorrowf ul pusioD or the first glimpses or serene Art; the full' 
ii«BS af ripcDed knowledge — the calm repose of milure geoias, 
«Ueh cfaBTacterise the Third, — alt reOeet, le in ■ glass, the 
changes of a progreesiie career — the developnient of a oature 
striving for ImproTcmeDt, as a plant for the light. To an ordi- 
narf English reader, — more especial]; tfarongb the medium of 
tramlation, — Ibe dilferenl degree of merit between Schiller's 
Poems of the First and Third Period will not, perbaps , be very 
erideot; pari!]', indeed, becauM amongst os, of lale^ears, 
ererftbiog that cat) pervert trne laste in poetic diction, has been 
dahoralelfaod systematically done; and most of our young poets 
vie wldi each other who can write the most affectedly: mascaline 
thoogbt is dwindled into some bair-breadtb conceit; the wording 
is tvislcd into some eOerainale barbarism called "poetic eipres- 
sloii:" apoeraif not regarded as a whole, but as a string to hold 
together glittering aod fantastic lines which, as in Sbellej, only 
distract the reader from the comprehension of the general idea, — 
if, indeed, any general idea ia to be found burled amidst the gaudy 
Triage. Now, InSchllter'arlperindmoreperfeet poems, there 
Is tto straining for "poetical eipressions" — no irapertinenee of 
floe lines, episodical to the main design. Bis notion of a poem, 
however brief the poem may be , is that of iofinitely higher art than 
is dreamt of by phrase-bunting poetasters. He studies a poem as 
awhole, wbichistocoatainsomesingle thought, or imply some 
deBoite truth ; and if, at times, obscnre from terseness and coo- 
ceotratioD, he rejects with disdain the tags and tinsel of irreie- 
vantoioament In the earlier poems, on the contrary, there is 
alleD -- Bot, indeed, affectation, but eitravagauce, in seeking 
after om-of-die-way ideas and hyperboliul eipressions, — some- 
thing more akin to the .vagaries of our modern schools. Much ol 
this be, indeed, corrected in bis own later collection of his 
poems ; bnt the traces of the nnclissical and erroneous taste from 
which sUch tricks of language proceed, may yet be sufficiently 
discovered in the Poems to "Laura," the "LeiierfTOm Jnlios lo 
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Raphael," Ac. The ordinary ehara^deriatic , tben, of SekiUer's 
lalerslyleinhispoema, islbeabaeneeof vertial (BiDnerism, aod 
a inanlineas of vtraiScaUon oecasioDally Krainding us of Dry den, 
and, at limes, of Bjron;* but alwa]^ in sturdy coalrast M that 
adulterated compoaiUoD wMch bos, of late years, aimed at tbe 
mongrel eclecticism of all [bat is verst to Keales and Coleridge, 
Wordsworth and Shelley. 

All coDiparison hetween Goethe oad Schiller vould be, and 
has been, bata futile allempt at compariog dissiniitarities.'* We 
shall waste no time in attemptlag to show where one is greater or 
the other less. Brothers they were in life — let them shioa to- 
gether in eqaal Inslre — the irnmortal Dioscuri — twin stars! 
Nor sbstl we touch upon those theories of art Which the mention of 
Schiller andGoethe calls into discussion amongst the raetaphysteal 
critics of their country; may thai jargon of the "objective" and 
"snbjectire," which has helped to spoil rational criticism in Ger- 
many, never be imported into English literature, to bewilder the 
public with definitions which art never will admit: for art cannot 
be degraded into a science ; it cannot he limited to the fetters of 
scienlihc phraseology. We cannot invent a set of school terms to 
prove, without farther discussion, that one poem Is great beeauso 
objeciive — another not so great becanse subjective. Beauty 
escapes all technical deGDltlons ; the art of estimating heanty — viz. 
erltieUm — mast follow the genius it woald examine through all 

■ Not, indeed, aCcardlnEloouTJadgrpenl, tbil, in polntorityb, 
he ever equalled the nerroas aad tncid dlatinotnets oCDrydeo'i heraia 
vene, or Uteuostudied eloquanceind atOueDl mclodjr whicb distinguish 
(he Wo latter cBnlos ot "Childe Hirold," the best passages in "Dob 
Juan," andihemelDdioutlineofltlaarred." But in bij later poems he 
rejembles Ibess masters of diction in seeldng Terbil poetry rather ia 
pauages Ibao in linec — in an ivoidance of isoiited prellinesi and the 
jiogle or rhetorical eipresdoa. Goethe aa]i well ol Schlller'a sljie, — 

he falls iolo almotl Ibe worsl fault a poet's stj'le can have — obscuTiljr. 
A paei ibould always snppoae hii audleaea to bs a inultitDde— a people; 
and ohicurily ii a> inappropriate In him aa in an orator on the biulingi, 
" Goelbe himself is reported (o haie said "The Germana are great 
fools to quarrel which should lake the prior rank, Schiller or myielf — 
Uiey ought oolj lo he loo happy that they have ui both." 
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m uprieloQs windings, ind •drain cqnall;, Milton wli«Tenb- 
IBC^Tt, — and vliere objective, Shakcspean. 

Tbereisscl^saofpoetaiQ whlcbself'CorucioBsneMisBetTtdj 
perceptible ; anottier in vbich it is pervading and lalcDse. Id Ih* 
foraier class, Sbakespeate and Homer (awerpre-emiaeut; iDtbe 
latter, we reccgaise Daaie and Millon — 8chll1eT, B^n, aad 

To the last two, Schiller, in some itUlboles of bis gecrna, 
bears a greater resemblaDce * than perliaps to aof of his own 
eoontrymeni resembliog Ibem in tbie Itannting seose ofiDdlvi- 
doalitj — in the power of blending interest for Ibe poet with delight 
at the poem — in tbe subordination of eeniiment to reeling — in 
the embodiment of what is pecnljar in forma tbe most widel; po- 
palar; — resemhling tbem in theEe points, difleringfromtiiBmiia 
less wideif in others, aceordiDg as die different modiBcaUons ot 
life, habits, education, heart, and conscience, diflerinlbenoble 
EngKshman, the student Gennao, the peasaot Scotchman. Bat 
to all Area tiiereis this cbaracleristie of a common tribe — their 
poetr; eipresses ibemself es. To borrow the idea of Schiller him- 
self, thej seek fnih io the heart witbfa — others In the worid 
withoDi, — bf eaeb order of inqnirer eanlrutheqRallf be foand: 
Or, to ivaH oorselTes again of Schiller's aecarale and noble di»- 
tinction, whether light breaks into the varietjef colours in whicb 
its IndiTidoalltj is lost, or QDites tbe colours into a single shimmer, 
it Is still tbe light which vivifies and illumes the world. 

Our lUostrioBS cdlie, who has done ao mncb not oolj toifs' 
miliarite onr public vriih the masterpieces of German;, but, 
(wbttever ma; be the diObrences of taste as to the sljle he «s- 
swnesj.to elevate the moral feelingwith which literary workssbould 
he regarded, and detbrooe the popalar error — thai the etui otart 
is 1« please, quotes, with some approval, a pert phraae; "that 
readers till their twentj-fillb year usually prefer Schiller; after 
their tweDlT-fillh ;e*r, Go«tbe." If Herder and Novalis are right 
Id their belief, that tbe true elements of wisdom and poelrj are 
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foniid frHhest ind purast in the joDiig,' this is no dispuigNSCDt 
to SchiUir. It is , ceiUinlj, onlj' in proportion is Ihe glow for 
all llut U doble in thought and heroic lo cbaractir bdea trom the. 
weaker orderof mind, amidst iho cavils , disgusts and acaptleiain 
otlaterlife, that the faaloaroundllngeDiiiaorgchiller, wliiehis 
but a relleetiMi of all tiiat is noble and heroic, waoes also ioto 
feebler lustre. For the stronger natare which still "feels as the 
eoLhnslaM, while it leans lo see as the world-wise,'" . . there ia 
I DO coDceifable reason wh; Schiller should charm less in maturity 
thaojouth... Goethe maj please a reader more, in proportion a* 
I his mind can embrace a wider clrcamfereDce in life. But, nnlasc 
' his miDdlosesinelevatioQ what It gains in cipaosion, hiseje will 
Btill turn with as fonda worship to theloflystar, which is not lea* 
hoi J than the sun-light, thoo^ it less fills the atmosphere imme- 
diate!; around us. ** The great weight attached so deserredl; lo (ha 
oplnionof Hr. Cartjle, eonsbaitisusalBO, though with profound 
deference, to dispute an opinion which, while it seems rasfalj 
hazarded, tends, in our judgment, serionsljr to lower the standard 
to which our Clitic himself has so noblf sought to eiali the pi^ular 
judgment an works of art. "Humour," sajsHr. Carljle, "has 
jnstlf been regarded as the finest perfection of poetic genius. He 
who wants it, be his other gifts what Ibej may, has oalf halfe 
mind — . How, among all writers of aoj real poetic genius, we 
cannot recollect one who , in this respect , eihiblta such total de- 
ficiency as Schiller." "• 

First, with regard to tbe general proposition, we denj alto- 
gether that Humour can justlj be regarded "as the finest perfee- 
tioo of poetic genioa." . . Mr. Carljrle, as the vindicator ofGoethe. 
in whom the bcult; of humour was proFbselj deTeloped, and as 
himself a humourist of verf high and spiritual order, rather injnrea 
than promotes his cause , by placing It on grouuds so exaggerated. 
We know of no poet, not even Shakespeare , nay, not even Aristo- 
phanes, in whom humour can be justlj regarded as the ,^n««( 



- C»LTI.a'a IIUOILUHIIB, Vol. tii. p. <». 
" SCBILLU, "LteBTARB WamBTH," f.tO. 

•" Cablilk'b Hiicat-umai, Vol. iii. p. ai. 
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ptr/eetitm. Aod tfae greatest poets in general have cerOiaij been 
little dUtingntsbed for their hamonr. SmaillTaee, indeed, of it 
' is to be found in the author of (be *'Iliad," or the later Homer of 
tbe " Odjssej." We cooclude that Hr. Carlyle will Dot ask as to 
accept as geooinelj Homeric, iho bariesqoe once attributed to 
Homer; though even in that case be could scaredy tbereflod tilt 
llnest perfection of Homer's poetic genius. Sillon's "elepbau- 
tine" sirng^tes alter humour do not se«n to us, as Hr. Carljle 
indeed alloivs, to ^tablish any ease for bis proposition. Bal 
Hilton is'not a solitary eiceplion; for neitber in ^rgti, nor In 
LueretlQS, norinDanie, norinTasso, nor in Bpeoser, can we 
find that hamour was 'the fioeatperfeetian!' Id brief , we should 
go almost eren to the opposite eitrraie , and say, Ibat with some 
few neeptioos , the greatest peets of every land have shown In do 
f^enlty amoremarkeddeficieney tbaninlhatofbamonr. II were 
hard tosay that they "had but halt amind:" tfso, in their caso 
we must think with Heeiod, "Ibat the half Is belter than the 
whole" — ^e whole of all save Shakespeare; and(ifHr. Carlyle 
insists upoa it) save Goetbe also. 

So much as lo the geDeral proposition : as to its applicalioo 
to Schiller we must equally demur. It is perfectly troe that 
Schiller did not indulffe in humour; that was incompatible with 
his peculiar loftiness, and his disposition, as Mr. Carlyle so 
well aays, "rather to look aloft than around." Bui we think 
first, that though he did not indulge, be was not deficient in 
It: that this is evldeot, not only in "Wallenstein's Lager," 
but in the "Poetical Epistle from one Harried Man toaDoiber," 
insomeof his "Epigrams," inlhoplayof "Tnrandot," andthe 
admirable translation from Picard, lo which he gives the title 
of "Der Parasit," (The Parasite) : and secondly, that whether 
or Dot he was deficient la it, Mr. Carlyle's memory must he 
■IraDgeiy in fault, wheabeTecollectsnoolher writer of real poetic 
geniDS, in whom there is "such total deflciency." Adighteffort 
would have brought before him a tolerably long and illustrious ca- 
talogue. We do Doi dispute, nor seek to depreciate, the merit 
of Humour, but we think all that is truly poetical in art, all thai 
is truly noble in geoius, is sadly abased by any attempt lomafce 



whitMr.Cii'lfle iralfcdla, "the MpoDeat of lav tliiags," Ihe 
finest perfeetjoo of poelic feoiiu. Let ns adinire Hogarth vith- 
onl lameDting thai Baphaelhfd oalf " halfa mind." 

We DOW leave this volame to its fale: We shall regret far 
other reasons than tlu>se more purely selSsb, if thej incur the 
ne|[lect to which Poeir; has become proverbiallj subject. For, 
as JnlheLireofScbiller, the student may gather ooble and oserul 
lessons of the virtue of manlj perseverince — of the necessiij of 
continoed aeif-cultivation — of the alliance behieen lahoar and 
success — between honest; and genius; — so in his Poems there 
is that which no deficieacj' in the traaslator can prevent from be- 
ing liriag and distinct; agreal and forcible intellect ever appeal- 
ing to the best feelings — ever exalting thosB whom it addresses— 
ever intent npon strengthening man io his struggles with bis des- 
tioj, and uniting with a golden chain the outer world and the 
inner to the Celestial Throne. Tbe beauty of diction, the har- 
mony of cadence, may escape the translator. Bnt Schiller's poetry 
is less in form than in sobsltnce — less in subtle elegance of 
words than in robust healihfolness of tboDghl, which, like man 
himself, will bear transplanting to every ctime. Tbe vocation of 
his Huse is a Beligious Mission ; she loses not Iier spiritna) pre- 
rogative, IbDughshomofhersialeif pageantry, and despoiled of 
her festive robes. Her power to convert and to enlighten, to 
purify and lo raise, depends not on tbe splendour of her appear- 
ance, but on the tmllis that she proclaims. 
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POEMS AND BALLADS 



TflE DtTEB, A. BALLAD. 
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[The OTigJnil of (be itor; oa oblcb Schilkr hli rsunded ikl* baUid, 
milcbleu perbapi Tor (he pcmer and gnndcur of iu deicriplions, is lo 
be [ouod In Kircber. Accardiag id ttae liue prlnciplei at imilalivs an, 
Scbllter bat pntFrred all thai is slriking in the Ugenil , and ennobled ail 
ibat is eomm on place. Tbe name oF Ihe Diver was Nichalaa , gumuned 
the Fisb. Tbs Sing appsirg, acoording (oBolTaieisleT'g probabie eon- 
jectures, to have been either Prederio t. orFndericlI ,otSioli;. Dale 
from 129S to U1T.J 

"Oh, where is theknigfat or theaqoiresobold. 

As to dive lo the howling charjbdis below? — 
I cast ID Ibe whirlpools goblet of gold, 

Aodo'eritalretdf the dark waters flow; 
Whoever lo me may the goblet bring. 
Shall hare for bis guerdoD that gift of his king." 
Be^oke, and^ecnpfrom tbe terrible steep, 

That, ruggedaodhoarj, hangover the verge 
Of Uie endless and meaaareleM woild of the deep , 

Swirl'd into the maGIstrom that maddeo'd the sarge, 
' ' And where is tbe diver so stout lo go — 
I ask ye again ~ to the deep belowT" 
And the knights and the squires that gither'd arouod , 

Stood silent — and 6i'd on the ocean lh«r «jes; 

Porau l/f Schilhr. 1 



Tbe; look'd on Ihe dismal sod SBTage Profoand , 
. And the peril chill'd back evetj thought of tiie prize. 
And thrice spoke ibe monarch — "The cap to win, 
IsthereDCTera vight who Till venture in?" 

And all BB before heard in silence Ihe king — 

Tilla youth with an aspect nnrearing bat geade, 
lUid the tremnloDS sqtiires — slept out from the ring , 

Unbuckling his girdle , and doffing his mantle ; 
And the marmnring crowd as thej parted asonder, 
On the stately boy cast their looks of wonder. 

As he strode to the marge oFthe summit, and gave 

OneglaDceoD the gulf of that merciless main; 
Lol the«ave that for ever devonrs the wave. 

Casts roaringly up the cbarybdis again ; 
And, as with the swell of the rarthunder-boOro, 
Rushes foamingly forth from the heart of the gloom. 

And it bubbles and seethes, and it hisses and roars,* 

As when fire is with water commii'd and contending. 
And tbesprafofilswraib to the welkin np-soars. 

And Qood upon Qood hurries on , never ending. 
And it never ivill rest , nor from travail be free , 
Like a sea that is laboaring the birth of a sea. 
Yet, atlenglh, comes a lull o'er the migbty cororootion. 

As the whirlpool sncks into black smoothness the swell 
Of the while- foaming breakers — and cleaves thro' the oceau 

A path that seems winding in darkness to hell. 
Bound and round vhirl'd the waves — deep and deeper still driven. 
Like a gorge thro' the mountajnons main thunder-riven ! 

' "tnd es wallel, undsiedel, undbiausel, und lischl," 4c, Goelbe 
wai parlicuUTlv struct vtib the Iruthlulnecs ot these lines , of whlcb bia 
personal observation at the Falls of Iba Hbiae enabled bim to judge. 
' Schiller modestly owns bis obligations to Homer's deacvipliona at Cba- 
rybdis, Odjss. 1. 12. Tbe properly o( the higher order ot imagination lo 
relleel liutb, Ihougb not familiar Lo eiperience. is singularly illustrated 
la Ibis descriptioB, Schiller had never seen even a Waiertall. 
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The f onth gave his trust lb his Maker ! Before 

That path throagh Ihe riTen abyss closed again — 
Hark ! a shriek rrom At crowd rang aloft from (he shore , 

And, behold! heiswhirl'diQlhegraspofiheitiaiD! 
And o'er him the breakers mysteriously roli'd , 
And the giant-moulh closed on (he swimmer so bold. 
O'er the sarface grim sileoce lay dark ; but Ibe crowd 

Beard the wail from the deep mnrmor hollow aad feU ; 
They hearken and shudder , lamenting aloud — 

■'Gallant youth — nobleheart — fare-lhee-well, bie-thee-well I ' 
More hollov and more wails the deep on Ihe ear — 
More dread and more dread grows suspense in its fear. 
Iflhonshouldsi in those waters thy diadem Ding, 

And cry, "Who maj find it shall win it and wear;" 
God wot, though the prize were (he crown of a king — 

A crown at such hazard were valued too dear. 
For never shall lips of the living reveal 
What the deeps that howl yonder in terror conceal. 
Oh, many a bark, to that breast grappled fast, 

Has gone down to (he fearful and fathomless graye ; 
Again , erash'd together Ihe keel and the mast , 

To be seen, toss'datoflia the glee of the wave. — 
Like Ihe growth of a slorm ever louder and clearer , 
Grows the roar of the gulf rising nearer and nearer. 
And it bubbles and seelbes, and it hisses and roars , 

As when fire is with water commi\'d and contending ; 
And the spray of its wrath to (h& welkin up-soars, 
And flood upon Oood hurries on, never ending; 
And as with the swell of the far thunder-boom, 
Itusbes roaringly forth from the heart of Ibe gloom. 
And, lo! fromlheheartofihatfar-Qoatingglooin,* 

What gleams on the darkness so swanlike and white? 
Lo! an arm and a neck, glancingup from Ihe tomb! — 
They battle — the Han 's wilh (he Klemeol's mi^t. 
* Tbe same rbjnie as Ibe preceding line in Ihe original. 
\' 



Itishe — it is he! ia Us left hand behold. 

As ft sign — as a joy! — shines the goblet orgold! 

And be breathed deep, sod he breathed long, 

And he greeted the heayenlj delight of the day. 
They gaze on each other — the; shoot, as they throng — 

"He livea — lo the ocean has render'd its prey! 
And safe from the whirlpool and Free from thf grate , 
Comes back to the daylight the sanl of the brave ! " 
And he comes, with the crond in their clamour and glee. 

And the goblet his dariDgbaswoafrom the water. 
He lifts to the king as be sinks on bis knee ; — 

Aad the king from bermaideas has beckoo'd bis daughter — 
She poors lo the boy the hrigbtwinevhicb they bring. 
And thus spake the Diter — "Long life lolbekiog! 
" Happy they vfaom the rose-hues of dajligbt rejoice. 

The air and the sky thai to mortals are giveo I 
Hay the horror belov never more find a voice — 

Nor UaB stretch too far the vide mercy of Heaven 1 
Never more — never more may he lift from the sight 
The veil which Is woven with Terror and Night! 
" Qaick-brighleniDg like lightning — it tore me along, 

Down, down, till the gush of a torrent, atplay 
In Che rocks of its wilderness, caught me — and Strong 

As the wings of an eagle, itwhirl'dmeaway. 
Vain , vain was my struggle — the cirle had won me , 
Bound and round in its dance , the wild element spnn me. 
"Andlcall'doD my God, and my God heard my prayer 

In the strength of my need , in the gasp of my breath — 
And show'd me a crag that rose up from the lair , 

And I clung to it, nimbly ~ and baffled the death! 
And, safe in the perils aronnd me, behold 
On the spikes oftbe coral the goblet of gold. 
< ' Below , at the foot of that precipice drear. 

Spread the gloomy, and purple, andpalhlessObscure! 
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A slleDceorHorror that slept od the ear, 

Iltat the eje more appali'd might the Horror endurel 
SalaiDBDder _ snake — dragon — vast reptiles thai dwell 
In the deep — coii'd about the grim jaws of Iheit hell. 
." Dark-crawl'd — glided dark the unspeakable snarms. 

Qump'd together in massea, misshapen and vast — 
Here cloDg and here bristled the fashioniess forms — 

Here Urn: dark-moving balk of the Hammnr-Ssh pass'd — 
&Dd with teeth grinning white, and a menacing motion. 
Went the terrible Shark — the HjttDi of Ocean. 
"TherelhnQg, and tbeawegalber'diciljo'erme, 

So far from the earth , where man's help there was none ! 
The One Human Thing, with the Goblins before me — 

Alone — in a loneness so ghastly — alonbI 
Fathom-deep from man's eje in the speechless profound , 
With the death of the Main and the Monsters around. 
"Metbought, aslgaiedthroagh the darkness, ihatnow 

It* saw — the dread hundred-limbed creatore — itsprejl 
And darted — God ! from the far Qaming-boogh 

Of the coral , I swept on the horrible way ; 
And it seized me, the wave with its wrath and Its roar, 
Iiseiiedme to save ^ King, the danger is o'er!" 
On the youUi gazed the monarch, andmarvell'd; qno^ihe, 

"Bold Diver, the goblet I promised is thine. 
And this ring will I give , ■ fresh guerdon to thee , 

Never jewels more precious shone up from the mine; 
IFihou'llbringme fresh tidings, and venture again; 
To say what lies hid in thetRRenRMtmaint" 
Tbep ontspake the daughter in lender emotion : 

"Ah! father, my father, what more can there rest? 
Enough of this sport with the pitiless ocean — 

He has served thee as none would , thyself hast confest. 

' <■ da krach'g heran," &c. 

The II in the Original has been greatly idmirrd. The poet ibui nipielj 
represenis the rsbuloui misibipen monaier, the Polypus ot the ancienu. 
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If DolhingcaD slake thj wild Mnt afdttire. 

Let thj knighls put Co shame the ei]doi( of lbs sqaire ! " 

The king seized the goblet — he siruDgit on high , 

And whirltDg, it fell in the roir orthe tide : 
"But bring tuck that goblet again tomjeye. 

And I '11 hold ihee the dearest that rides bf m; side ; 
And (Mue amis shall embrace, as thy bride, 'I decree. 
The maiden whose pilf Dow pleadeth for thee." 
Inhishearl, as he listen 'd , thereleapt the wild joj — 

And the hope aod the love throagb his ef es spoke in 6re , 
On Ihalbloom, onlhitblnsh, gazeddeligbted tbebo]': 

The maiden — she faints 3t the feet of her sirel 
Here the guerdon divine, there the danger beneath ; 
He resolves ! To the strife with the life sod ihc death ! 
The]! bear the loud surges sweep back in their swell , 

Their coming the Ihunder-sound heralds along! 
FoDdeyes*;etare tracking the spot where he felh 

Thcfcome, the wild waters, in tumult and throng. 
Soaring up to the cliff— roaring back, as before. 
But Qo wave ever brings the lost joulh to the shore. 

This Ballad li Ibe Grsl camposed by Schiller, if We ticepi hit early 
and ruder lay of " Count Eberhard , the Quarreler," which really, how- 
ever, has mors of the true old ballad spirit about it than (hose graad and 
■nlillc tales eUboraled by hii riper genius and belonging to a school at 
|>oetry, lo which the ancleal Ballad singer certainly never pretended to 
aspire... The old Ballad is but a simple narrative, without any sym- 
bolical or iulerior meaning. . . But in moat ot the peiformeDces to wtaicb 
Schiller has given Ihe name of Ballad, a certain purpose, not 10 Bay lAi- 
losopby, ia concepUon, elevates the Narrative into Dramatic digaily. . . . 
Rightly, torinaUace, has "The Diver"been called a Lyrical Tragedy in 
two Acta — the flnl act ending wilh the disappearance of the hero amidst 
the whirlpool; and the conceptiou or the conceal of Han's will with 
physical Nature, .... together with the darkly hioled moral, njit to 
stretch loo far (be mercy of Heaven, . . . belong in themselves to the de~ 
(ign and the elbica of Tragedy. 

* rii: the King's Daughter. Holfnieisler, Sup. ii. 301. 
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There 19 another peculiarilj in tbe ail wbieb Schiller emplojft apan 
bis Damlive poemi. — Tboagh he usually taun at once on Ihe inlereet 
ot bis alory, aodadopU, (or (he mosL part, Ihe simple and level sllUiOt 
recital, be lelecu a lubjecl admilliDg aalurallj of some slrikin^piclurc, 
upon vhicb be iatisbea those resources o( desciiplioa that are onij at 
tbecommaod oF a great poet; , . . Itaua eleialing Ibe ancient ballad not 
ooIt Into some Iblng ot lbs Drama, bj conception, but into aomethlng ot 
the Epic by elocution. — Tbe reader will recognise tbis peculiarity In tbe 
descripliOD o[ the Charybdig and tbe Abyss in (he Ballad be has just 
concluded — in that of (he Storm la "Hero and Leander" — of the Forge. 
and Ihe Catbolio Ritual la " FridoUn " — of (he Furies in the " Cranes of 
Ibycus ," &c. . . . We hare the more drawn (he reader's notice (0 these 
dfEtinclions betveen Ihe simple ballad of the ancient minstiels, and Ihe 
■nIsUeal na'rrnlives of Schiller— because it seems lo us, that our English 
critics are toe much inclined to consider that modem Ballad- vri ting 
succeeds or fails In proportion as it seises merely Ihe spirit ol Ihe 
■Bcient. . . . But this would but lower genius to an ei^ercise of the same 
imitative iDgennit; which a school-boj or a eoUege priieman displays 
upon l^tin Lyrics ... in which tbe merit consists in Ihe aroidance of 
originality. Tbe Great Poet cannot be content with only imitating what 
be sludies: And he succeeds really In proportion not to bis idelity bat 
bis innovations . . . ihatis, In propoiilon as he improves upon what 
serves bim aa a model. 

In Ihe ballad ol "TheDiver," Schiller not only sought tbe simple but 
Ihe sublime. — According lo hii ownjust theory— "Tbe main ingredient 
of Terror is (he Cntnowa." Re here seeks to accomplish aa a poet what 
be before perceived as a crilic. . . . And eertainlj Ihe picture of bis 
lonely Diver amidst the horrors of tbe Abyss, dwells upon the memory 
amoral the suMimesI conceptions of modem Poetry. 



THE GLOTE, A. TALE. 
lal of Ibis well-known story is in Sl.Foii —(Em 
dale Ihe reign of Francis 1.] 
Bbfore his lion-coart, 
To see the griesi; sport , 

Sate the king; 
Beside him group'd his priacelf peers , 
And dames aloft. Id circling tiers, 
Wrealh'd toimd their bloDmiDg ring. 
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Elng Francis, where be Mie, 

Haistd I Soger — yawn'd Ike gate , 

And, alow from bis repose, 

k LioB goes ! 

Dumblj be giued (round 

The foe-encircled ground ; 

And, with a laij gipe , 

He gtretcb'd his terdl; riiape , 

And shook hts eareless mine , 

And — laid him down ^afn ! 

A finger raised the king — 

And nimbly baye the guard 

A second gate anbarr'd ; 

Forth, with a mshing spring, 
A Ti&BR sprang! 

Wildly the wild one jell'd 

When the lion he beheld ; 

And, bristling at the look, 

With bis tail his sides he sirook , 
And roll'd fais rabid tongue ; 
la many a wary ring 
He awept roand the forest king , 

With a fell and rattling sound ; — 

And laid biro on the ground , 
Grommelling ! 
The king raised his finger; then 
Leap'd two lkopards from the den 

With a bound; 
And boldly bounded they 
Where the croucbiog tiger lay 

Terrible ! 
And he griped ibebeasisin his deadly hold; 
In the grim embrace Ibey grappled and roll'd; 

Rose IhelioD with a roar! 

And stood the strife before; 
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And the vild-cits oD tbe spot , 
From the blood-thirst, wrothandhot. 
Halted Btill ! 

Now from the balcoaf above , 
A SDO«; hand let fall a glove i — 
Midway betiveea the beasts of prej, 
Lion and '■S^i'l there itlaj, 
The viasome ladjr's glove ! 

Fair Cooigoade said, withalip otscoTo, 
TothekBighiDKLOROBB — "IflheloveyonhaTe swo 
Were as gallaat and leal as you boasi It to be, 
I might ask joa iq bring back that glove to me ! " 
Tbe knight left the place vrheTe the lady sale; 
The knight he has pass'd thro' the fearlbl gale ; 
The lion and tiger he stoop'd above , 
And his fingers have closed on tbe lady's glove \ 

AH shuddering and stunn'd , they beheld him there ~ 

The noble knights aod the ladies fair; 

But loud was the joy and the praise the while 

He boie back the glove with his tranquil smile I 

With a lender look in her sotleniog e^es. 

Thai promised reward to his wannest sighs, 

FairCnnigoDde rose her knlghl to grace, 

Heloss'd the glove in the lady's &ce! 

"Nay, spare me the gnerdoD , at least," quoth he; 

And he left for ever that fair ladye ! 
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THE KNIGHT OF TOGGENBURG. 

[In Ihig beiutiful bal1>d, ScbiHer is but UKIe iadebled lo \he UucLe- 
gesd of Toggenburg, wblcb is oeverlheless well idapied lo Narrilive ' 
Poetry. Ida, wife of HEnrj Couniof Toggenburg, was suspected by her 
busband of a guilt]' atlscbmeat lo one of bis tassals , and ordered to be 
(brawn from a higb wall. Her lire, boweier, was mlracutoualy laved; 
sbe lived [ur some time as a Temale bernilt la ibe oeigbbouriag forest, 
till she WIS at length discovered, and taer innocence recognised. Sbe re- 
fused to live again witb Ibe Lord wbose jealousy bed wronged her, re- 
tired to I convent, and wa9 acknowledged as a saint after her death. This 
Legend, if abandoned by Schiller, has found a German Poet not unworthy 

which suFBciently tells in own tale , upon a Tyrolese Legend, similar to 
the one that yet consecrates Rolandseck and NdhnenwGrtb on Ibe Khine. 
HofTmeister implies ih It, unlike "The Diver," and tome other of Schil- 
ler's Ballads. "The Knight of Toggenburg" dispenies with all inlelleclual 
and typical meaning, draws its poctrf from feeling, and has no other 
purpose than that of moving the heart. Still upon Feebng itself are 
founded those ideal truths which make up the true pbilesopby of a Poet, 
In these few slanias are represented the poetical chivalry of an age — 
(he contest between the earthly passion and the religions devotion, which 

deep thought has been employed lo arouse the feelings — what intimate 
eoDviction of (be moral of the middle ages, In the picture of the Knight 
looking up to the convent ~ of tbe Nuti bowing ctlmly to the vale I J 

"Kmi«rt, asisler'squietlove 

Giyes ray bearl to Ibee ! 
Ask me not for other love , 

Forilptioeth me! 
Calmlrcould'sttbougireeimf now. 

Calmly from me go; 
Calmly ever , — why dosi Ihoo 

Weep ID slleDce , aof" 
Sadly — (DOtavordhosaid!) — 

To the heart she wruog , 
Sadly clasp'd he once the maid , 

Oa his steed be sprung ! 
"Up, my menofSwisseriand!" 

Upavalie the brave! 
forth they go — Ibe Bed-Crass band , 

To the Saviour's grave ! 
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Hfgb fonrdeeds, and great your fame , 

Heroes ot (he lomb ! 
Gbncing thrODgh the caraage came 

Maoy a daunllesa plame. 
Terror of the Moorish foe , 

Toggenburg, thonarl! 
But (hj heart is heavy ! Oh , 

Heavj is thy heart ! 

Heavy was the load his breast 

For a tweltemonth bore : 
Never cao his troable rest ! 

And he left the shore. 
Lo! ashipoD Joppa'ssirand, 

Breeze and billow fair, 
Od to (hat beloved land , 

Where she breathes Ihe air! 

Kooching at her castle-^ate 

Was (be pilgrim heard ; 
Woe the aDSwer from the grate ! 

Woe the ihunder-word ! 
" She tiiouseekest lives — a Nun! 

To the iTorld ahe died ! 
WheD, with yester-moroing's SOD , 

Heaven received a Bride ! " 

From thatdajr, his father's hall 

Ne'er his home may be ; 
Helm, andhauherk, sleedandall, 

Evermore left he ! 
Where bis.casde-crownid height 

Frowns the valley down , 
Dwells unknown the hermit-knight, 

In a sackcloth gown. 

Bude the hut be built him there , 
Where his eyes may view 



12 



Wall tDd cloister listen fair 

Daskr liodeas Ihroagb. * 
Tbere, vh«ndawDW»iQ the skies, 

Till the eve-star shooe. 
Sate be vi til mate wistfalefes, 

Sate be there — alone 1 
Looking to the cloister, still. 

Looking forth afar. 
Looking to her lattice — till 

Cliuk'd tbe lattice- bar. 
Till '- a passing glimpse allo^'d — 

Paused her image pale, 
Calm and angel-mild, andbow'd 

Heekljr tow'rds tbe vale. 
Then tbe valcbofday was o'er, 

Tben, consoled awhile , 
Dowobela]', to greet once more. 

Homing's early smile. 
Days and years are gone, andsiill 

Looks be forth afar , 
Uncomplaining, hoping— till 

Clinks the lattice-bar : 
Till, — a passing glimpse allow'd, — 

Paused her image pale , 
Calm, and angel-mild, andbow'd 

Meekly tow'rds tbe vale. 
So, upon that lonely spot. 

Sale he, dead at last, 

* Iq this deacriplioD Ithough to lh« best af our recollection il ha« 
eiciped tbe tigilance of his many cooimcntatDnl Schiller fvidentlj has 
bis eye and bit mind upon the scene o[ fail early childbood at Lorch , a 
scene la ithieb <D later life he was fondly attached. 

The village of LoTcb lies at Ihc foot of a hill crooned with a cODTeDl. 
before tbe walla of whicb springs an old linden or lime tree. Tbe ruined 
caiUe of Hohenstaufen is in Ihe immediate nclghhourfaood. See the 
preliminary Biography. 
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THE MEETING. 



I iiB her still , vilh many ■ fair ODe nigh, 

OfcTcrj fair the stateliest sbap«ippeari 
Like ■ looe auo she shone upon mji eje — 

I alood at^r , aad dant not yentore near. 
Seiied, asherpreseDeebiighleu'droDQdiue, bjr 

The trembling passion of volnptnoasfctT, 
Tet, swin, uboraenpoD some harrjing wing, 
The impiilse snatch'd me , audlalTDck the siring! 

II. 
What then I felt — what snng — mj memorj hence 

From that 'wild moment would in vain invoke — 
It was the life of some discover'd sense 

That in the heart's divine emotion spoke; 
Long years imprison'd, and escaping thence 

From every chain, the 8001. encbanled broke. 
And fonnd a music in its own deep core , 
Us holiest, deepest deep, nngaess'd before. 

111. 
Lihemdodjlonghiish'd, and lostin space, 

Back to its home the breathing spirit came : 
llook'd, and saw npon that angel face 

ThefairloTecircledwith the modest shame; 
I heard (and heaTen descended on the place) 

Low-wbisper'd words ■ charmM tmlh proclaim — 
Save in thy choral hymns, Ospiril-shore, 
Ne'er may I hear such thrilling sweeuessmora ! 
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"IkDov the worth within the bearlwbicb sighs, 
Tetshnus, Ibe modest sorrow to declare; 

And what rude Fortune niggardlf denies, 
LoTe to the noble can with love repair. 

Tbe lowl; bave tbe biithrighl ofthe skies; 

Lote onlj culls tbe Qower tbat love should wear ; 

And ne'er in vaiu for love's rich gifts shall jeiro 

Tbe heart thai feels their wealth — aud can relnru ! " ' 



THE ASSIGNATION. 

[Ndtk, — In Schiller Ibe eight long lines thai conclude each slania 
of this charmiDt; love-poem, insleed or rhjiolDg allernalelj as in the 
iranilatjon, chime tomtirbat to tbe tune of Bjroa's Don Juan — sli lines 
ThjmiDg witb each other, and the two last forming a separate couplet. In 
other respeclB the Iranslalieo, i1 is hoped, is sufficienllf close and literal.] 

HsAB I tbe creaking gale unclose? 

Tbe gleaming latch uplifted? 
No — 'twas the wind tbat, whirring, rose, 

Amidst the poplars drifted ! 
Adorn thjselF, thou green leaf-bowering roof. 

Destined the Bright One's presence to receive , 
For her, a shadowy palace-hall aloof 

With holj Night , Ibf boughs ramiliar weave. 
And ye sweet flatteries oflbe delicate air, 

Awake and sport ber rosy cheek around , 
Whenlheirlightweight the tender feet shall bear, 

When Beauty comes to Passion's trysting-groand. 



Hush! what amidst the copses crept — 

So swiftly by me now? 
No — 'I was the stiKled bird that swept 

The ligbt leaves of the bough ! 
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Daj, qaeoch thy lorch! . come, ghosl-tike, from dd high, 

Wiih thy loved SilCDce, come, IhonhaoatiDgEve, 
Broaden below Ih; web of purple d;e. 

Which lullfed boughs mysterious round lis weiTc. 
For love's deligfal, enduring listeners dodc. 

The Trowacd wiloess of the light will ilee ; 
Hesper alone , the rosy Silent One, 

Down-gtancing may our sweet Familiar be t 
lu. 
Whal mDrmar in the distance spoke , 

And lllie B whisper died? 
No ! — 't was the swan that genlly broke 

In rings the silver tide! 
Sort lo my ear there comes a maslc-Qow ; 

In gleesomemnrmnr glides the water&ill; 
To Zephyr's kiss the Dowers are bending low ; 

Through life goes joy, exchanging joy with all- 
Tempt tO the touch the grapes '-'the blushing fruit,* 

Voluptuous swelling from (he leaves that hide ; 
And, drinking fever from my cheek, themnie 

Air sleeps all liquid in the Odour-Tidel 
iv. 
Hark I (hrongh the alley hear I now 

Afootfall? Comes the maiden? 
No, — 'twas the frail slid from the bough. 

With its own richness laden ! 
Day's lustrous eyes grow heavy in sweet death , 

And pale and paler wane his jocund hues , 
The Qowers loo gentle for his glowing breath , 

Ope their frank beauty lo the twilight dews. 
The bright face of (he moon is still and lone , 

Melts in vast masses the world silently ; 
Slides from each charm (he slowly-loosening zone; 

And round all beauty, veilless, roves the eye. 

• ThePeacb. 
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What jonder Mem» to glimner? 

Her while robe's glaociag hnes? — 
No, — 'twas the colDmn's shimmer 

Athwart the darksome jews I 
0, longing heart, do more delight-Dpbaoj'd 

Let the sweet airy image thee befool ! 
The arms that would embrace her clasp the void : 

This feverish breast no phaDtom-blIss can cool. 
O, waft her here, thefrua, the A'ln'Rf ooel 

LetbatmyhandAerhaDd, thetender, feel — 
The very shadow of her robe alone ! — 

So ioto life the idle dreim shall steal ! 

As glide from heaven, whea least we weeo , 

The rosj boors of bliss, 
All gentif came the maid , unseen : — 

He waked beneath her kiss ! 



THE SECBET. 

Ahd not a word hj her was spoken ; 

For many s listener's ear was hj, 
Bnt sweetly was the silence broken. 

For eye could well interpret eje. 
Sofl to thj bush'd parilioQ slealing , 

Thonfair, far-spreading Beccfa, Iglide, 
Thyfavouringveit oar forms concealing, 

And all the garish world denied. 
Fromfar, withdull, onquiet clamour, 

Labours the vei'd end basy day, 
And, through the ham, the snlleo hammer 

Comes heaving down its heavy way. 
Thus man pursues his weary calling. 

And wrings (he bard life from the sky. 
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Wbll« htpplDess DBseeo is falling 
Oova Troiu God's bosom sUentif . 

O, all aoheard be still die lonelf 
Delights in our tiue love embrac'd. 

The hearts Ihit Dever loved cui oalj 

Distnrb the well they shun lo taste. 
The world but searches to destroy her. 

The Bliss conceal'd from inlgar eyes — 
In secret seize, in stedlth enjoy her, 

Ere watchful Envy can surprise. 
Soft, upon tiptoe, comes she greetiog, 

Thro' eileat night shG loves to sica j , 
A nymph, that fades lo air, if meeting 

One gaze her mysteries to betray. 
Bollronndus, roll, thonsoftestriver, * 

Thy broad'Ding stream, a barrier give a 
And eaard with threat'oing waves for evei 

This one list Heritage oCHeaven ! 



Amiobt the cloud-grey deeps abi 

The Bliss 'departed lies ; 
How linger on one lonely star 

The loving wistful eyes ! 
Alas — a star in truth — the tight 
Shines but a signal of the night ! 

11. 
If lock'd within the icy chill 

Ofihe long sleep, thoowert — 
Hy faithtul grief could find thee still 

A life wilhit) my heart ; — 

• Probably Ae river Saale, on the banks ot which SebiUer wi 
customed to meet bli Gbarivtie. 
Pntmi n/ Schilltt. % 
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111. 
Can those iweet loDgiug hopes , wblch miLe 

Love's esMDoe , UiasdecayT 
CtD thai be love vhlch doih rorstke? — 

That love — which fades ana j1 
Thai earthlj gifts (re brief, I knew — 
Is that all heaveo-born mortal too? 



THE POET TO HIS FBIENDS. 

(WUTTEN AT WIIHAB.l 

FMKNDa, fairer times have been 
(Who candeDy?) than we onrselves have seen; 
And an old race of more majestic worth. 
WereHistorjsileDt on thePast, in sooth, 
. Albonsandstoneswonld witness of the truth 

Which men disbnry from the womb of earth. 
Bat yet that race, ifmore endowed than oars 

Is past! — no jof to death can glory give; 
Bat we — we ore '—to us the breathing boors, 

The; have the best — who live! 
u. 
Suns are of happier raj 
Than where, not ill, we while our life awa; , 
If the far-waDdering traveller speaks aright; 

But ranch which Natiire hath to as dented 

Hath not kind Art, the genial friend, sopplied. 
And oui hearts warm'd beneath her mother-light ! 
Tho' native ool beneath our winters keen , 

Or bays or mjrtle — for onr moantain shrines 
And hardy brows, their lusty garlands green 

Weave the ihick-cluslering vines. 



Well ma; proud hearts take pleasure 

'Where cbaDge four worlds their intermingled treasure , 

And Trade's great pomp the wanderer maj behold , 

Where, on rich Thames,, a theosaud sails uafUrl'd 

Or seek or leave the market oFthe world — 
And tbrooed in splendonc sits the Earth-god , — sold. 
But never, in the mire ortroubled streams, 

Swell'dbfvild torrents from the mountain's breast. 
But oa the still wave'i mirror, the soil beams 

Of happ; sunshine rest.* 
Prouder and more elate 

Than we o' the North, beside the Angel's Gate** 
The beggar basking news eternal Rome 1 

Bound to his gaze bright-swarming beauties f^yta , 

And, holjin iheheaYGD, a second heaven, 
Tbeworld'slar^ wonder, hangs St. Peter's Dome. 
But Rome in all herglorj is a grare, 
ThePast, tbalghost oFpower, alone ishers, 
Strew'd by Ibe green Hours , where the joung leaves wave 

Breathes all the life that stirs! 
Elsewhere are nobler things 
Than to our souls our scant euStence brings ; 
' The JVoiD beneath the sun bath never been. 

Yel still the greatntss of each eldes age 

We see — the conscioas phantoms of the stage — 
As the world finds its symbol on the scene.*** 
Life but repeats itself, all stale anil worn.;. 

Sweet PhanWsj alone is joung Forever; 

* These lines atTord ane of the manj mstancps of the peculiar lena- 
ctly vilh vhith Schiller leuiaed c«rlan hvourile ideas. At tbe age of 
BeieBteea he had aaid-, "Nat oa. Ih« storm; lea, but on the calm and 
glassj atream , doea ibe sua reflect it«eir." — See Hoffmeister, Part. )v., 
p. 39. 

" St. Peter'i Church. 

*" The slgniflulloa o[thele Knes In the original bis been disputed — 
we accepl BolTmeiater'a laterpretallon — Part li., p. 16. 
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What ne'er and nowhere oo the earlh vas bora * 
AIoDe grows tged lieTer. 



EVENIHG. 

Sink, shiaiag god — tired Nature balls; aadpiirch'd 
Earth needs the dews ; adown the welkin areh'd 
Filler (hj languid steeds ; — 
Siak in Ihy ocean halts ! 
Who beckons from the crystal waves nolo thee? 
Snows not thf heart the smiles of love that woo thee T 
Qnieken the homeward steeds ! 
The silver Thells calls ! 
Swift to her arras he springs, and, with Ibe bridle 
Toung Eros tojrs — the gladdeniog steeds (as idle 
T^B guideless chariot rests) 
The coot wave bend above ; 
And Night, with gentle step and melancholy, 
Breathes low through heaven ; wilhher comes Love the holj' - 
Phiebus tbe lover rests , — 
Be all life , rest and love ! 



THE LONGING. 

From out this dim and gloomy hollow , 

Where bang the cold clonds heavily , 
CoDtd 1 bnl gain thectuelo follow. 

How blessed would the journey be! 
Aloft 1 see a fair dominion , 

Through time and change all vernal still ; 
Bat where the power-, and what the pinion , 

To gain the ever-blooming hiliT 



e lighl thatneier wa* an aea otland, 
heCoBsecnUonaiMHInr " 



Dream." — WanuawsBTn. 
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Afar I heir the nmsic ringfog — 

The tailing MUDds otheami's repoM , 
And tbe ligbt gales are downward btingiiig 

The Bweels of DovetB ihe moaniaio kno«$. 
Isee tbefhiits, all goldeD-glowiug, 

BeckoD the glossj leaves between , 
And o'er the blooms that there are blowing 

Nor blight hot winter'e wraih hath been. 
To sons that shine for ever, jooder, 

O'er fields that fade Doi, sweet lo flee: 
The very winds tiiat there may waodpr , 

How healing most their breathing be ! 
Bulla, between us rolls a river — 

O'er which tlie wrathful tempest nnt ; 
I feel the soul wllhia me shiver 

To gaie upon &t gloomjr waves. 
A rocking boat mine eyes discover , 

But, woeisme, Uiepilotfails! — 
Id , boldly in — undaunted over! 

Andirasldielife that swells the sails! 
Tbon must believe , and thon must venture , 

In ffeariess faith thy safety dwells; 
* By miracles alone men enter 

The glorioQS Land ofHiracles! 

THE PILGEW. 
Youth's gay spriDg-tima scarcely knowing 

Went I forth the worid to roam — 
And the dance of youth, the glowing. 

Left I in my Father's home. 
Of my birthright, glad-believing. 

Of my world'geai took I none, 
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Careless ts an inEiDt, clenii^ 

Tomy pilgriniBUS'iloiie. 
For 1 placed my migbtj hope in 

DimaDdbol; words orFaidi, 
' ' Wonder forth — the iraj is opea , 

Eter OD tbe upward paUi — 
Till thou gain the Golden Porial, 

TilliUgatej unclose to Ibee. 
There Ihe Earthly and the Uortal, 

Deathless aod Divibe shall be ! " 
night oDHoroiiig stole, onstealeth, 

rferer, sever stand I still , 
^d tbe Future yet coucealeth , 

Wballseek, and vhati will! 
UouatoD mount arose berore me. 

Torrents hemm'd me every side , 
But I built a bridge that bore me 

O'er the roaring tempest-tide. 
Towards the East I reach'd a river , 

On Its shores I did not rest ■ 
Faith from Danger can deliver. 

And I trusted to its breast. 
Drifted in the whirling motion , 

Beas themselves aronnd m&roll — 
Wideandwider spreads Ihe ocean. 

Far and farther flies the goal. 
While I live is never givM 

Bridge or wave the goal to near — 
Earth will oever meet the Heaven, 

Never can the Themi be Hbm( ! 



The wo poemaor "The Longing" and "Tbe Pilgrim" belong to a 
eliss which may be said to allegorise Ftelimg, end the meaning, agree- 
ably lo the geniui or allegar]r or parable, haj beea lett lomewbal 
obacure. Tbe commeolilon agree in Teterriog bolli poemi to ibe iliui- 
trilioQ of Ihe Idiat. "the Longing" repreaeals the desire lo eicapo 
tram Ihe real world Into (be higher realmi o( being. "Tbe Pilgrim" 
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icpreieDta tbc kiUtb ItbouT of Ihc lde*IJ>( to Tuch " Ihe Golden Gate." 

Ihe belicr in vbit ii bsjoDd Bealily is aecoiir; M ill who would ucape 
fruu Uie Rcil; ind in "The Longing" it ii iatimited thai thai belief may 
aiuiu tfae end. Bat "lbs Pilgrim," alter all bi« Invail, fioda ihal Ae 
eanh will Deier reach tbe heaven, end Ihs Then never can be Btri. 
The Mro poems are cerlainly capable of *d interpretatioD at once loftier 
and mare familiar than that whieb tbe eammentaton giro lo it. Thej are 
ippareatly intended to eipreai the natural haman feeling — eommoo nnl 
topneta alone, bal to ui all— tbe human feeling whicb approaches to ati 
innincd and in which «o many philosophers have recognised the inward 
aisuriDce of a hereafter, viz., the desire lo escape from the eoldneuand 
conBnement, "the valley and the cloud," of actual life, into the happier 
worid wbicb smiles, in tiuth. eiermore upon those who htlUvt that it 
eiiili: the desire of Ihe poel is identical with the desire of tbe religiooi 
man. He wbo longs for another world — only to be atulned b; abstrac- 
tion from tbe low desires of Ihia — longs for vbat Ibe Christian strives 
for. And i( he Bods, with SehiUer'a Pilgrim, that in spite of all his long- 
ing and all bia labour, Ibe goal cannot he reached below, still, asScbiller 
eipreaaea it eliewhere, "He baa hadfiojii — his belief baa been hia re- 
. ward." That Heavea which "Tbe Longipg" yearns for, which "The 
Pilgrim" seelis, may be called "Ibe Ideal," or whatever else reBners 
pleasei.bul.iDplaln tact and in plain words, that Ideal is (be Hereafter 
— Is Heaven ! 



TBE DANCE. > 

Sbb how like tighlest waves at play , the air; daneera fleet ; 
AndscarceljfeelSihefloor tbe wings of those tunnoDioasf^t. 
Oh, are they (I]riiigGhadow3 from their aitive forms set freet 
Or phanloms in the fairj ring that summer moonbeams see? 
As, by the getitlezephjr blown, samelighl mist Qeeaio air. 
As skiffs that skim adown the tide , when silver waves are fair , 
So sports the docile footalep lo the heave of that sweet measure. 
As music wafts tbe form alofl at its melodious pleasure , 
TjowbreakiDglhrongh the woven chain oflhe entangled dance. 
From where the ranks the thickest press , a bolder pair advance , 
Thepath they leave behind them lost — wide opes the path beyond 
Tbe way uofolds or closes up as by a magie wand. 
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See now, the; vanish ft'om Ibegszeiawlld coaFusioDhlended; 

Ah, fn sweet chaos whirl'd Bgain, Ihatgeolle world is ended! 

Ho ! — disentangled glides the knot , the gaj disorder ranges — 

The onlj Bysteni mling here , a grace that ever changes. 

For aye destray'd — forage reoew'd, whirls on thai fair ereUion; 

And yei one peaceful law can still pervade in each mnUtian. 

And what can to the reeling maie breaihe harmonf and vigoar, 

Aod give an order and repose to everj gliding flgureT 

Thai each a rulertohinnelfdoth but himself obey, 
> Tet through the hurrying course still keeps bis owd appointed waj. 

What, would'sl thou know? It is in truth the mighty power of 
Tune, 

A power that every step obeys, as tides obey the moon; 

That tbreadeUi with a goldea clue the intricate employment. 

Curbs boandiag streoglh to tranquil grace , and tames the wild 
enjoyment. 

And cemes Tqs world's wide harmony Id vain upon thine ears? 

The stream ofmnsic borne alolt from yonder choral spberesT 

And feel'sl thou not the measure which Eternal Nature keeps? 

The whirling Dance for ever held in yonder azure deeps? 

The suns that wheel in varyrng maze? — That music thou dis- 
cern est? 

No! Thou canst honour i^ai in' sport which thou forgett'st in 



NoTi. — This poem li very cbaiactenstie of Ibe noble eaae wiUi 
which Schiller often loves to surpriie the reader.by the luddenlntroduc- 
tion or mailer for the loriiesl reflection, in Ibe midsl of Ibe most limilltr 
lubjects. What can be more accurate and happy Iban the poel'9 de<crip- 
lianof Ibenallonal dance, as It inch description irere bis only objeel — 
the autpoDiing, aa it were, of a young gallant, inloiiealed bj Ibe mnaie, 
anddiuy with the walur Soddeoly and impereeptilttj Ibe reader flndl 
himaeir elevated [ram ■ trivial scene. He is borne upward U the hlr- 
many ot the spheres. He bows before Ihe great law ot the hniverse — 
(heyounggallanlis iraDsrormediiitDlhemlghly leachei; and Ibis wllh- 
oul one bard conceit — without one touch at pedaniry. It is bal a flash 
oljight; and where glowed the playful piciitre.Bblnea Ibe solemn moral. 
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THE SHABING OF THE EABTH. 

"TAKBlhevorld," cried the God from hia bcavni 

TonieD — "Iproclalm yon its heirs; 
To divide it amoagst jou 't is giveo , 

Toil bive only to settle the shares." 
Eadi takes for himself as it pleases. 

Old and young have alijie their desire; 
The Harvest the BasbaDdman seizes , 

Through the wood and the chase sweeps the Bqnlre. 
The HerchaoC bis warehouse is loekiDg — 

The Abbot is choosing his wioe — 
Cn«s the Monarch , the thoroughrareg blocUog, 

"Every loll tor die passage is miDe!" 
Alltoolate, when tbesharingwasoTer, 

Comes the Foet — He came from afar — 
Nothing left esD the la^ard discover, 

Kot an iDch but its owners there are. 
"Woeisme, is there nothing remaining. 

For the SOD who best loves th«e alone ! " 
Thns to Jove went bis voice in coDpUiuiag, 

As he fell at the Thunderer's tbrone. 
"Id the land ofihe dreams if abiding," 

QDOth tiie God — "Canst ihon mannUT at hbT 
Where wen fAou , when tJie Earth was dividing?" 

"Ihah," HidthePoet, "BrTiuKl" 
"Mine eye by thy glory was captur'd — 

Mineearby (by mnsieofbliss. 
Pardon him whom thy world so enraptnr'd — 

As to lose Urn his portion In this ! " 
'.'Alas," said the God— "Earth is given! 

Field, forest, and market, and ail! — 
Wbatsajyou to quarters in HeavenT 

Well admit you whenever you calll" 
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THE INDIAN DEATfl-DIBGE. 

[The idu of tb<8 Poem ti Ukea from C>rr«r'« Triieli Ihroagb North 
Americi. GoBlbsieekDned it (moDgit Schilter'a best poemi otthe kind, 
and wished he hid mide i doien luch, Bui, precisely becauis Goelhfl 
tiwiitiillar its ohjectivily, Williim Von Humboldt round ft wiatiog in 
idealit;. Sea HaffmeisLer, p. S, lit.] 

See on his mat — asifof jore, 

Alllife-like, sits he here! 
With that sajne aspect which he wore 

When light to him was dear. 
But where the right hand's strength? — and where 

The breath that loved to breathe , 
To the Great Spirit aloft ia air , 

The peace-pipe's lusty wreath? 
And where the hawk-like eye, alasl 

That wont the deer pnrsve , 
Along the waves of rippling grass. 

Or fields thai shone with dew? 
Are these the limber, boundiDg feet. 

That swept the winter snows? 
What stateliest stag so hsi and fleet? 

Their speed outstript Ihe roe's ! 
These arms that then the sturdy bow 

Could supple fromlts pride, 
Bow stvk and helpless hang thej now 

Adown the Btiffen'd side ! 
Yet weal to him — at peace he strays 

Where never fall the snows; 
Where o'er the meadows springs the maiie 

That mortal never sows : 
Where birds are blithe on every brake — 

Where forests teem with deer — 
Where glide the fish through every lake- 
One chase from year to year! 
With spirits now he feasts above ; 

All left UB — to revere 
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The dteds we honour vlth onr love , 

ne dast we bury here. 
Here briog the last gtfls ! — load and shrill 

Wail, death-dirge for the brtfc! 
What pleaBed him most in lire may still 

GiTe pleasure in the grave. 
We lay the aie heneaih his head 

He swung, when strength was stroDg — 
The bear on which hi» banquets fed — 

Tlie way from earth is long I 
Andbere, aew-sbarpea'd, place the knife 

That sever'd from the clay , 
'Fiom which the a» had epoil'd the life , 

The conqner'd scalp sway! 
The paints that deck the Dead, bestow — 

Yes , place them in his hand — 
Tbal red the Singly Shade may glow 

Amidst (he Spirlt-Laad! 



THE LAY OP THE MOCHTAIN. 

[The (Ceaerjr ot Gotthardt la here pcnonified.] 
Iha three ralLowing ballidi, ia which Swiuerland is Lheacene, be- 
tray their ar)gia in SchlUefi Btudlu for the drama of WillJiDi Tell. 

To the solemn abyss leads the terrible path , 
The life and the death winding diuy between ; 

Id thy desolaiB way , grim with menace and wrath , 
To daunt thee the spectres of giants are seen ; 

That (hoa wake not the Wild One,* all silently tread — 

Letthy lip breathe DO breath in the pathway of Dread! 

■ * The avalanche — the ifuivaqiit of ttie original, luming on lb* 
Swisi word Latabit, U is impossible to render Inlelligible to the Eng- 
litb reader. .The giants in the preceding line are the rocki that BTer- 
faang Ibe pui vhlob winds oour to (he rlghl, now (o (he left, ot a roaring 



D,,,.., Cookie 



28 



High over (be mirgc of the honjblc de^ 

Hangs and hoTers a Bridge wilh lis plwDtttin-iniB Bpan , * 
Not b; HMD was it boilt , o'er Iha vastness to sweep ; 

Sucb thought never eame to the daring of Han ! 
The stream raan benealb — laie and earl; it raves — 
Bui the bridge which il Ihrealens, ts safe from ths waves. 
Black-jawning a Portal, thjsonl to affright. 

Like the gate la the kingdom , the Fiend for the fcfng — 
Tetbejond it there smiles but a land of delight. 

Where the Antnmn in marriage is met with the Spring. 
From a lol which the care and the trouble assail , 
Could I H; to the bliss of that bsUn-bret thing vale ! 
Through that field, from a fount ever hidden their birib, 

Four Rivers in Cumuli rush roaringi; forth ; 
Thej flj to the fourfold divisions of carlb — 

The sunrise, the sunset, the south, and Ihe norlh. 
And, true to the mystical mother that bore, 
Forththejmshio thejr.goal, and are lost evermore. 
High overtheracesofmen in the blue 

Of the ether, the UoudI in twin snmmlts is riven ; 
There, veil'd in ibe gold-woven webs of the dew. 

Moves the Dance of the Clouds — (he pale Daughters of Heaven T 
There , in solllude circles their mistical maie , 
Where no witness can hearlifa , no earthbora snrvejs. 
Angnsl on a Ihrooe which no ages can move , 

Bits a Queeo , in her beauty serene and sublime , ** 
The diadem blazing with diamonds above 

The glor; of brows, never darken'dbf time. 
Bis arrows of light on that form shoots the sun — 
And be gilds (hem with all, butbe warms (hem with none! 

* The Detil'i Bridge. The Land ofDeltght (eoUed §n Tell "a lereae 
valley of Joy") to which the dreary porul (<n Tell (he black rock gale) 
leida, 1> tha, (Jrte Vale. The Four river*, ia (he neit imdu, ata Ihe 
Reus, Ihe Rhine, IheTessIn, and the Bbdne. 

" The eTeriatilnK gUder. See William Tell, act T.ioeneX 
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THE ALP HUNTEB. 
I OD a legend of the Valley of Ormand , in the Pa}a <l 

" Wilt thouDot, thjlambllnga heeding, 

(Sofl and lonoceDt are Ihey ! ] 
Watch ihero oa the herbage feeding. 

Or beside the brooklet plajT' 
"Mitlfaer, mother, letmego. 
O'er ibe mouat to chase the roe." 
"WilllhouDot, around iheebria|!iDg, 

Lure the herds with lively horn ? — 
Gailj go the clear bella ringiog , 

Through the echoing forest boraa ! " 
"Mother, mother, let me go, 
O'er th« wilds to chase the roe." 
" Wilt thou not (their blushes woo thee ! ) 

In their sveet beds tend th; flowers; 
Smiles so fair a garden to thee. 

Where the savnge luouDtaiD loursf " 
" Leave the flowers in peace to blov ; 
Mother, mother, letmego!" 
Go and ever onwards bounding , 

Scaurs the hnnter to the chase , 
On and ever onwards hounding 

To the mountain's wildest space. — 
Swift, as footed by the wind. 
Flies before the Irembling hind. 
Light and Umber, upwards driven , 

On the hoar crag quivering, 
Or through gorges thunder-riven 

Leapsshe with her airy spring! 
But behind her slili the Foe — 
Near, and near the deadly bow! 
Fast and faster on — unslack'ning; 

Now she hangs above the brink , 
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Where (he last toclu , grim and black'ning , 

Down the gulf Bbraptlj sink. 
Never pathwa; there may wind. 
Chasms below — and death behind ! 
To the hard maa — dgmb-lMientiiig, 

Turns she with her look of woe ; 
Taras Id tain — the Cnrelenting 

Meets ihe look — and bends the bow. — 
Sudden — Trom the darksome deep, 
Bose the Spirit of the Steep I — 
And his godlike band extending. 

From the boater snatch'd the pre; , 
"Wherefore, woe aodslanghter sending, 

TomjsDlitiryswajr? — 
Why should mj herds tiefere thee foil? — 
Thku '■ Boox DFOH TOB Eakth for all!" 



BUDOLF OF HAPSBUBG. 

[HiorJcbs properly eltue* thi« strikiag billad (ingeiher wlthtbeiet 
grander one or the "FIghl vllhlbe Dragon") imongst tboae detigned lo 
depict and cult Ihs virtue of Humllily. The source of the ilary It lo 
^gidioa TtchudI , a Swiss ehronieler) and Sillier appears to hare ad- 
hered, with moch fidelity, to Ihe Mlginal lairaUn.} 

At Aachen, in imperial state. 

Id that time-hailow'd hall renown'd , 
At solemn feast King Budolf sate , 

The day thai saw the hero crown'd ! 
Bohemia and thy Palgrave, Hhine, 
Give this thefetsi, aad that the win«:* 

■ TheofBce, al Ihe coronation feasl, of the Ccunl Palatine Of the 
Rhine (Grand Sewer of the Empire and one of the Seven Electors) waa lo 
bear the Imperial Globe and lel the dishes on Ihe board; Ihal or the 
Eing of BobemiBnas cup-bearer. The lalter was Dot< however, present, 
■B Schiller himself obserred In ■ note ramitled in Ihe edilioni ot his col- 
leoted woriu), at the coronation ol Rudolf. 
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The Arch Elecioral Seven , 
Like choral stars around the sun , 
Gird bim whose hand a world has wod , 

The aaoiated choice ofHeaveD. 

la galleries laised above Ihe pomp, 

Press'd crowd on crowd their panting way; 
And with the joy-resonnding Iromp , 
Bang out the million's lond hurra ! 
For closed at last the age of slaughter, 
- When human blood was pour'd as water — 
Law dawns upon the world t * 
Sharp force no more shall rig^t Uie wrong , 
Andgriodlheweak to crown the strong — 
War's carnage-flag is (arl'd! 

In Bndolf s band the goblet shines — 

And gail; found Ihe board leok'd he ; 
"And prond the feast, and bright the vines. 

My kingly heart feels glad to me! 
Tet where Ihe Giadnes»~BTinger — blest 
In the sweet art which moves the breast 

With lyre and verse divine? 
Dear from my youth the craft of song. 
And what as knigbt 1 loved so long , 

, As Kaisar, still he mine." 

Lo, from the circle beading there, 
With sweeping robe the Bard appears,. 

As silver white his gleaming hair , 
Bleach'd by the many winds of years ; 

"And music sleeps m golden strings — 

Love's rich reward Ihe minstrel sings, 

• Literally, "Ajadge {an Richttt) was again upon the earlb." The 
word (ubstituled in tbe translation it Inliadnced in order lo recall to Ihe 
reader Ihe sublime name given, oot wilboul justice, to Rudolf otHaps- 
burg, vii., "IbiLivinsLaw." 
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Well known lo blm ihe Axl 
High thoughts and «rd«Dt soala desire! 
What vould Ibe K(i»u from the Ijre 

Amidst the buiquel-ballt" 

The Greit Ooe smiled — "Not mine the swty — 

Ihe minstrel otos a loftier power — 
A mightier kJDg la^ires the laj — 

lis best — Thk Ihfclse ox thr Houk ! " 
As through wide air ilie tempests sireep, 
As gush Uie springs from mystic deep , 

Or lone nDtroiiden glen ; 
So Tromdarlt hidden fount within, 
CoraesSoNS, its own wild world to win 

Amidst the souls of men ! " 

Swift with the fire the rainslrel glow'd , 

And loud the masic swept Ihe ear: — 
"Forth to the diase a Hero rode. 

To hunt the bonnding chamois-deer; 
With shaft and horn the squire behind ; — 
Through greensward meads the riders wind — 

A small sweet bell they hear. 
Lo, withtheHosT, aholyman, — 
Before him'sirides Ihe sacristan , 

And the bell sounds near and near. 

"The noble hunter down'! n dined 

His reverent head and aollen'd eye , 
And honour'd vith a Christian's mind 

The Christ who Ipves hnviility ! 
Loud through the pasture , brawls and raves 
A brook — Ihe rains had fed the waves. 

And torrents from Ihe hiiJ. 

His sandal shoon the priest unbound , 

And laid the Host upon Ihe ground , 

And near'd the swollen rill ! 
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"'Wbatwonidsllhoa, priest?' IheCoaQlbegui, 

Aa, mmelling mnch, he halted there. 
'SirConnt, Ise^idjingiasa, 

Sore-huDgering for the hesTeoly fire. 
Thebrldge that Deceits safe tf gave, 
Beathy the anger of the wave, 

Drifts dowa Ihe tide below. 
Yet barefoot DOW, Iwitl not fear 
(The sonl that seeks ils God , to cheer) 

Through the wild wave to go I ' 
' ' He gave that priest the knightly steed , 
He reach'd Ihai priest (he lordl j reins , 
That be might serve the sick man's need , 
Nor slight the lesk that heaven ordains. 
He took Ihe horse the squire bestrode; 
Onto the chase the huaier rode. 

On to (he sick the priest 1 
And when the morrow's sun was red , 
Hie servant of the Saviour led 
Back lo its lord the beast. 
*" Mow Heaven forefend!' the Hero cried , 

* That e'er to chase or battle more 
Tliese limbs the sacred steed bestride 
That once mj Maker's Image bore ; 
Ifnot a boon allowed to thee , 
Thf Lord and mine its Master be, 

Ujtribiile to tbeKing, 
From whom I hold, asfief^, since birth, 
Hononr, renown, the goods of earth. 

Life and each living Ihing!' 
'"Somaf IheGod, who faileth never 
To bear Ibe weak and guide the dim , 
To Aee give honour here and ever, 
\a thou bast dul; hooour'd Him ! 
Far-^famed ev'n now through Swisserland , 
Thf generons heart and dauntless hand; 
Potmi 0/ SchiUiT. 3 
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And fair ttam ihine embrace , 
Sii danghlers bloom , * six crowns tofaing, 
BleBl as the daagbters of « im fi , 

Hie tDOtliers of a BACK 1 " 

The migblj Eiisar heard amazed ! 

His heart was ia the da^ of old ; 

Into the minstrel's heart he gaied , 

That tale Ihe Kaisar's own had told. 
Tes, io the bard (he priest he knew. 
And io the purple veil'd from view 

Thegushorhotytears! 
A thrill through that vast audiMice ran , 
And everj heart the godlike maa . 
Eerering God — reveres ! 

., . THE FIjGHT WITH THE DRAGON. 

Who comes? — why nishea Ihst and loud , 
Through laoe and street Ihe hurtling crowd. 
Is Rhodes on fiie? — Huirih ! ~ along 
Faster and Tast storms the throngl 
. High towers a shape in kDightly garb — 
Behold the Rider and the Barb ! 
Behiod is dragg'd a wondrous toad ; 
Beneaih what monster groans the road T 
The horrid jaws — the Crocodile , 

The shape the mightier Dragon, shows — 
From Han to Monster all the while — 
The aliernate wonder glancing goes. 
Shout thousands , with a single voice , 
"Behold theDragon, andrqoice, 

* At the coronallon of Rudolf was celebrated the marriage-feast o( 
three olbia daughters — id Ludwig of Baiarii, Otto of Brandenburg, end 
AJbrecht of Saxony. Bis other three daunbleis married aflerwardi Olto, 
nepbevotLudvig of Bavaria, Charles Martell, bod of Charles of Anjoa, 
— '-- •" -" , The rojal heuseotEog- 
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Safe roTM tbe herd , aad saf« the swuin I 
Lo ! — there the Slayer — here the Shin 1 
Fall manj a breast, a gallant life, 
Bas waged agaiost the ghastly strifle , 
And ne'er retnra'd lo mortal si^t — 
Hurrah, thea, for the Hero Koigtil ! " 
Bo to the Cloister, where the vow'd , 

And peeifess brethfea of St. John 
Id conclave sit — that sea'-like crowd , . 

Wave npoD wave , goes thnnderiDgoii. 
High o'er the rest , the chief is seen — 
There wends the Knight with modest mien ; 
Fours through the galleries raised for all 
Above that Hero-conncil Hall , 
The crowd — AodUinBlhBTictorODe: — 
" Prince — the knight's datjr I have done. 
The Dragon thai devoiir'd the land 
Lies slain beneath thj servant's hand; 
Free, o'er the pasture , rove the flocks — 

And free the idler's steps maj sUaf — 
And Treely o'er the lonely rocks. 

The holier pilgrim wends his way ! " 
A lofty look the Hasler gave : 
"Ceries," hesaid, "Uiy deedisbrorei 
Dread was Ihe danger, dresd the fight — 
Bold deeds bring fame to vnlgar knight ; 
Bntsaj, whatsways withholierlaws 
The knight who sees in Christ bis cause , 
And wears his crossT" — Then erery cheek 
Grew pale lo hear the Master speak ; 
But nobler was the blush that spread 

His face — the Tictor's of the day — 
Aabendinglowly— "Prince," hesaid; 

" His noblest duty — to obei ! " 
"And yet that dsty, son," replied 
The chief, "metbinks thou hut denied; 
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And dared thj MCred sward to wield 
Fn funs in a Torbiddeii field." 
"Haster, tbf jndgmeQt, hovHW'er 
Itleaa, tillallistold, forbear — 
TbjUw, io spirit and io will, 
I bad DO thoDght but to falfll. 
Not rash, as some, did I depart 

A CbristiaD's blood in Tain to shed; 
But hoped b J skill , andslraiebjait. 

To make mj life avenge the dead. 
"Fire of onr Order, iorenowa 
The war-eeras of onr saintlj crawn , 
The martjr's glory bonghl with life ; 
T was ttien thy law forbade the strife. 
Tet ia m j heart there gniw'd , like fire , 
ProDd sorrow, fed with stem desire : 
In the still YisioDS of the night. 
Panting f fought the fancied Sght ; 
And when the morrow gllmmeriag came , 

WiUi tales of rarage freshly doDe, 
Tbe dream TCmember'd, tgm'd to shame , 

Thai ni^t shonld dare what day should shun. 
"And thus my fiery masings ran — 
'Whatyonlh hasleam'd shonld nerre the man; 
Bowlivedihe great in days of old. 
Whose tame to time by bards is told ~' 
Who, heathens though they were, became 
As gods — opbome to hesven by fame? 
How proved they best the hero's worth? 
They chased the monsler from the earth — 
They sought (he lion in his deo — 

The^ pierced the Cretan's deadly maie — 
Their noble blood gave humble men 

Their happy birthright — peaceful days. 
"'What! sacred, but against the horde 
OfHafaonnd, is the Christian's swordT 
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Alt strife, HTeone, sboold b« forbear T 
No! earth itselfihe Christian's care~ 
From everj ill and eTerj harm , 

HiQ'a shield sboold be the CbrisiiaD's arm. 
Yet art o'er slreDgtb will oft prevail , 
And miad most aid where heart maj fhil ! ' 
Thusmosing, oft I roam'd alone , 

Wh»e wool the Hell-bom Beast i« He ; 
Till sadden light upon me shone , 

And OD mj hope broke victor; ! 
"Then, Priace, I sought thee vilb tbe prajer 
To breathe ouce more mj natlTe air; 
The license given — the ocean past — 
I reacb'd the shores of home at last. 
Scarce hail'd the old beloved land , 
Tbanhnge, beneath the artist's hand. 
To everf hideous feature true. 
The Dragon's monsler-model grew, 
The dwarf 'd, deformed limbs upbore 

The leaglhen'd body's ponderons load ; 
The scales the impervious surface wore. 

Like links of burnish'd harness, glow'd. 
"Life-like , the huge neck seem'd to swell , 
And widely, as some porch to hell , 
You might the horrent jaws survey, 
Griesiy, and greediug for their prey. 
Grim fangs an added terror gave , 
Like crags that whiten through a cave. 
The very tongue a sword in seeming — 
Tlie deep-sunk eyes in sparkles gleaming. 
Where the vest body ends , succeed 

The serpent spires around it roll'd — 
Woe — woetorider, woetosteed, 

Whom coils as fearlbl e'er enfold ! 
"AH to the awftl life was done — 
TbcvefyboB, soghastly, won — 
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ne ptj , dnli tint : — the labour ceased , 
II stood — half reptile lad halt beasl ! 
Add now began the minis cbase ; 
Twodo^lBonght, ornoblestrace, 
fierce, nimble, Beet, and wool to seom 
The wild bull's wrath and levelt'd himi ; 
These, docile t4>mj cheering cry, 

I train'd to bound , and rend, aDdsprfi^, 
Now round the Honater-ehape to By , 

Now to the UoDsler-Bhape to cling ! 

" And wbere their gripe the best assails , 
The belly left ansheatb'd in scales, 
I taught the deiterons bounda to hang 
And End the spnt to fix the fang; 
Whilst I , with lance and mailed garb , 
LfDDch'd OD the beast mine Arab barb. 
Frompurestracetbat Arab came. 
And steeds, like men, are fired by hme. 
Beneath Ifae spur he chafea lo rage; 

Onwards we ride in fnll career — 
I seem , In trolh , tiie war to wage ; — 

The monster reels beneath my spear! 
"Albeit, when first the iiw(n>r* eyed 
The laidly thing, it swerved aside. 
Snorted and rear'd ^— and even tbey , 
The fierce hounds, shrank with startled bay; 
I ceased not, till, by custom bold , 
Ailer three tedious moons were told. 
Both barb and hounds were (rain'd — nay, more. 
Fierce for the Gght — then left the shore ! 
Three days have fleeted since I prest 

(Retarn'd at length) (his welcome soil. 
Nor once would lay my limbs lo rest , 

Till wrought the glorious crowning toil. 
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" For much il roared my sodI to Jkaow 
Tbe nDgltck'niof cone of that Rdm foe. 
Fresh real, men's bones la; bleufa'd and btte 
Around the heU-worm's swampy Uir ; 
And piiy nerred me inUi steel : — 
Advice? — I bad a heart to feel , 
And strength to dare ! So , to the deed. — 
I cali'd my squires — bestrode my steed , 
And with my staliTBrthonDds , and by 

Lone secret paths, wegailygo 
Daseea — at least by faaman eye — 

Against a worse than faamao foe ! 

"Thon know'et the sharp rock — steep and hoar? — 
The abyesT — the chapel glimmering o'erl 
Built by the Fearless Uaster's hand , 
The fane looks down on all the land. 
Hamble and meao that honse or preyer — 
Yet God halh shrined a wonder there ; — 
Mother and Child, to whom of old 
TheThreeKingskDelt with gifts, behold! 
By three times thirty steps , the shrine 

The pilgrim galas — andhlnt, anddim , ' 
Anddiuy with the height, divine 

Strength on the sodden springs to him ! 
"Yawns wide within that holy steep 
A mighty cavern dark aod deep — 
By blessed snnbeam never lit — 
Bank fceiid swamps engirdle it; 
And there by night , and thereby day, 
Eter at watch, the6end-worm lay. 
Holding the Hell of Its abode 
Fast by the hallow'd House of God. 
And when the pilgrim gladly ween'd 

His feel had found die healing way. 
Forth from its ambash rash'd the Bead , 

And down to daAness dragg'jl the prey. 



"With solemn son), ihatBoIemo height 
I domb , ere jet I songbl the Aght — 
KneeliDg before the cross within , 
Hjheart, eonfessiDg, elear'd its siD. 
Then, ubeBis the Chmlian knight, 
I donn'd the spotless surplice while , 
And, bjthealtar, grasp'dthe spear: — 
So down I strode with cooscience clear — 
Bade mj leal squires af^r the deed , 

By death or coaqaestCTowa'd, await — 
Leapt lightlj on m; lithesome steed , 

And gave to God his soldier's fate I 

" Before me wide the miTshes laj — 
Started the hounds with sudden ha; — 
Aghast the BwerriDg charger slanting 
Snorted — then stood ahmpi and panting — 
For curling there , in coilMfold, 
The Unutterable Beast behold ', 
Lazilj basking in the bod. 
Forth sprang the dogs. The fight's begun ! 
Butlo! the hounds, in cowering, fly 

Before the mtghlr poison-breath — 
A fierce yell, like (he jackal's cry, 

Howl'd, mingjing with thai wind of death. 
" No halt — I gave one cheering sound , 
Lustily springs each dauntless hound — 
Swift as the dauntless hounds advance , 
Whirringlj skirrs my stalwart lance — 
Whirringlyskirrs; and from the scale" 
Bounds, asa reedaslanlthemail. 
Onward ~ but no ! — the craven steed 
Shrinks Irora his lord in that dread need — 

Smitten and scar'd before thai eye 
or basilisk horror, and that blast 

Of death, it only seeks to Oy — 
And halfthe mighty hope is past! 
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"AmomeDt, and loeartlilleapt; 
Swift from Its shealh the blchion swept ; 

Swift on that rock-like. mail il plied — 
The rock-like mailthe sword defied; 
The moDSterlash'd its mighty coil — 
Down burl'd — behold me od the soil! 
Behold the belt-jaws gaping wiiJe — 
Whenlo! IheybODnd — the flesh is found; 

Upon the ecaleless parts the; spring ! 
Springs either hound ; — the Qesh is found — 

It roars; theblood-dogs cleave and cling! 

"No time to foil its fast'aing foes — 
Light, as it writhed, I sprang, and rose; 
The all-nngaarded place eiplored , 
Dp to the hilt I plunged the sword — 
Buried one instant in the blood — 
Theoeit, upsprang the bubbling flood! 
The next, one Tastuess spread the plain — 
Crosb'd down — the victor with the slain ; 
And all was dark — and on tbe ground 

Hylife, sospended, losttbesnn, 
Till waking — lo roj squires aronnd — 

Aud tbe dead foe ! — my tale is done." 

Then burst, as from a common breast, 
The eager laud so long snpprest — 
A thousand voices , choral-b I ending. 
Up to the vaulted dome ascending — 
Froni groined roofandbanner'd wall, 
Invisible echoes answering all — 
The very Brethren , grave and high , 
Forget their state, and join the cry, 
" With laurel wreaths his brows be crown'd, 

Let throng to throng his triumph tell; 
Hail him all Rhodes!" — the Master frown'd. 

And raised his hand — and silence fell. 
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"Well," MidihatsoleDinvoiee, "thjhand 

From (he wild-beast bath freed the laud. 

Ad idol to the People be ! 

A foe OUT Order frowDS OD thee ! 

Form th J heart, superb and vain, 

A hell-worm laidlier than the slain , 

To discord which engenders death, 

PoisoDS each thought with baleful breath ! 

That bell-worm is the stabhoni Will — • 

Oh! What were man and uatioDs worth 
Ifeachhisowo deeire talfil. 

And law be banish'd from the earth? 
" Fatour the Heathen gives to story — 
Obedience is the ChristiaB's glory; 
And on that soil our Saviour-God 
As the meek low-horn mortal trod. 
We the Apostle-knights were sworn 
To laws thf daring laughs to scorn — 
Hot fame , but ditty to falGl — 
Our DOblesl offeriDg — man's wild will. 
Tiin-glory doth thy soul betray — 

Begone — thy conquest is thy loss: 
No breast too haughty to obey, 

Iswortby of the Chnstian's cross!" 
From their cold awe the crowds awaken , 
As with some storm the halls are shaken; 
The noble Brethren plead for grace — 
Hnte stands the doora'd, with downward bee; 
Aod mately loosea'd from its band 
The badge, and kiss'd the Uaster's band. 
And meekly tnrn'dbim to depart: 
Amoist eyefoUow'd, "Tomyheart 
Comeback, my son !" — the Master cries : 

"Thygracea harder Gght obtains; 
When Valour risks the Christian's prize , 

Lo, howHumilityregains!" 



In tbe pMm JusI pmtnicd la iIm ru^, Sebiller derigoed , ii fas 

TTOte to Goelha, to d^ict the old ChrUliaa chiialrj — hilf kaigblly, 
faiir piDnulJe. Tha *tt«npt 1> itriklagly laceeuful. Indeed, "Ths 
Fight ot tfac DrigoD" appetn lo ua the motl ipiriled lod acrvoiu of 
•U Scbitler'i niinlite poemi, nilh Ifae single ciceplion o[ "Tbe Diier;" 
iDd if iU inlerMt Is leii intense than Lhal of tbe matchless "Diier," 
and its dejeiiptiDos lets poetiull] atriking and aEecliis, ila interior 
meaning or philoiopbical conception is at once morcprotound and more 
eletaled. la "The Fight of Ibe Dragon," is o^iprHsed (be moral oC 
lhal humilitjr wbich Eoniisls id self-conquest — eien merit ma; lead to 
yaiD'glor; — and , after vanquishing the Hececsl eaemles without, Man 
baa still la eontcnd wilh bis wont [oe, — the pride or disobedience at his 
own heart. "Everr one," as a recent aad acnle, bat somewhat oitr- 
reGnlDg critic has remarked, "has more or leis — his on 'flgbl with 
theDngon' — bli own double liclorjr (without and within} to acbleie." 
Tbe origin o[ this poem is to be [ouad in the Annals ot tha Order ot 
HalU — and' tbe details ma) be seen in Vertot's Hiitory. The dale ii- 
signed to the conquest o[ the Dragon is UO. Helion da Vllleneuve was 
tbe name of the Grand HasLer — that at the Knlgbt, Dieu-Donn4 do 
Goion. Theienol declarei that the head at the monster (In whalerer 
■pecies it real!]' belonged), or its effigiei, wa> silll placed over one ot the 
Itales of the cily in bis lime. — Dieo-Donni succeeded De VilleneoTe ai 
GrandHailer, and on. his gravestone were inscribed the words "DraMUit 
EullnctoT." 



DITHYHAUB.* 

BsLiKvame, together 
The bright gods come erer , 

Btilluofold; 
Scarce see I Bicchus, thegiver orjoy . 
Than comes up fait Eros , Ihe Uugb-loviog boj; 

AndPhcehus, thesUlelj, behold! 

Tbcf come neir and nearer , 

The Heaveoly Ones all — 
The Gods vilb Uieir preseoce 

Fill earth as their hall ! 

* Thii has beenparapbraied b; ColeridRe. 
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Sa;, bovshaU/velcome, 
HomaD and earthborn , 
SonsofiheSkjT 
PonroDltome " pour the full life that je live! 
Wbattojou, Ojregods! cao the inorlal-ODegiTeT 
The Jojs cao dwell only 
Id Jupiter's paUce — 
Brimm'd bright with jonr necldr. 
Oh , reach me the chalice ! 
"Hebe, (he chalice 
Fill full to the brim ! 
Steep his eyes — sleep hisej'esiDllieballiorthedew, 
Let him dream , while the St;i is concealed from hia view , 
That the life of the Gods is for him ! " 
It murmurs , il sparkles, 
TheFouDtorDeligbt; 
Hie bosom grows IraQquIl — 
Tbe eye becomes bright. 

THE KNIGHTS OF ST. JOHN. 
Oh, nobly shone the fearful Cross upon your mail afar. 
When Rhodes and Acre hail'dyoDrniight, lions of the war! 
When leading many a pilgrim horde , throngh wastes of Syrian 

Or alanding with the Cheruh's sword before the Holy Tomb. 
Tet on your forms theAproDseem'd a nobler armour far. 
When by the sick man's bed ye stood, lions of the war! 
When ye, the bigh-bora, bow'd your pride lo lend the lowly 

weakness , 
The duty, though it brought do fame,* fulSll'd by Christian 

meekness — 
Religion of the Cross, thou blend 'st, as in a single flower. 
The twofold branches of the palm — huiiiliti and powbh. 
* IbeeplibeiinlheBrateililioDisruAniJsH. 
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THE ftUIDEN FBOH AFAR. 

WiTEiKatale, eacb infant jeat , 

When earliest larks Brat carol free , 
To hunvble shepberds doth appear 

A wondroaa maiden , fair to see. 
Not bora within that lowly place — 

Fromwheacesbe winder'd, none could tell; 
Her parling footsteps left no trace , 

When once the maiden sigh'd larewell. 
And blessed was her presence there — 

Eacbheart, eipanding, grew more gaf; 
Tet something loftier still than ttii 

Kept man's familiar looks away. 
From fairy gardens , known to none, 

She bronght mysterious tmita and flowers — 
The things of some seiener son — 

Some Nature more benign than ours. 
With each, her gifts the maiden shared — 

To some the fruits , the Qovers to some ; 
Alike the yonng, the aged fared ; 

E^ch bore a- blessing back to home. 
Hioagb every guest was welcome there , 

Tetsome the maiden held more dear. 
And cnll'd her rarest sweets whene'er 

She saw two hearts that loTed draw near. 



NoTC- — It leemi generally agreed IbatPoiTnv is illegoriaed ii 
llieie slanni ; thongh , wiih lhi( interpretatioa , it Is difOcall to recon 
die the aenie otiome ot Ihe linea — tor ioitBDce, the last in the Brs 
slaaii. How can Poelry be said lo leaie do ince when ihe lake 
farewell T 
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THE TWO GUIDES OF LIFE - 



Twogeaii are there, from Ihy birUi [hraaghwurjlife, la guide 

tbee; 
Ah, happy vheo, nnitedboth, they stand to aid, beside thee! 
With gie^some p]«j, tu cheer the path , the One comes blithe with 

Andlighter, leaQingonherarm, the destiny and daiy. 

With jeat and s«eet discourse, she goes niiio the rock soblime. 

Where halts above the EtcmalSea,* the shod dering Child orilme. 

The Other here, resolTed and mute, and solemo claspeth thee , 

Aad bears Ihee in her giaat arms across the fearfnl sea. 

Never admit the one alone ! — Give not the gentle guide 

Thy bouoar^ nor onto the Htero thy happiness eoD&de! 



THE FODB AGES OF THE WOHLD. 



BRieHT-poKPiiNe the ^ass glovs the binsh of the w. 

Brightsparkle the eyes oFeach guest; 
The Po;t has enlet'd the circle lojoiD — 

To the good brings the Poet the best. 
Ei'n Olympus were mean , with its nectar and all , 
If the lute's happy magic were mute in the hall. 
Bestow'd by the gods on the poet has heta 

A soul that can mirror the world ! 
Wbate'er has been done on this earth he has seen , 

And the futare to him is unfurl'd. 
He site with the gods in their council soblime. 
And views the dark seeds io the bosom ofTime. 

* By this, Scfailler iaFormi us elsewhete ibat be does not mi 
alone; but ib at (he Ihoughi applies equally to eiery period in 1 
we can dWeit ouradiea orttaebody, «iul perceive or act as pui 
we are truly Uien under (be Inllueuce of the Sublime. 
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The folds ofthislifs, in the pomp ofiUhaes, 

He broideos oil InHtil; forth , 
And to him is the magic he Uhee (^m th« MnM , 

Todeck, ]ibe«tempU, Ibe Mrtfa. 
Abut, Ihongh tbebumbJesl th^tmaa ever trod. 
He c«D cbans to a beaven , and illame with a god ! 
As tbegodtuid tbegeDius, wbose birth vas of Jove,* 

lo one tfpe all creation reveal'd , 
When tbe ocean , the earth, and the star-realm abore, 
' Laj compress'd in the orb of a shield; 

So ihepoet, ashapeanda tfpe oftbe All, 
FromaBoond, lliat Ismuteinamomenl, cancall.** 
Blithe pilgrim! bis footsteps have pass' d in their way, 

£Ter;llme, every far generatioo ; 
He comes from the age vhen the Earth vas at play 

Id the child hood and bloom of Creation. 
FonrAges ofmeohavedecaj'd lo bis eye, 
And r«sh to tbe Fifth he glides yonthfaliy by. 
King Saturn first ruled ns , tbe simple and true — 

Each day as each yesterday bir ; 
No griefand no pile the calm shepherd-race Imew — 

Their life was the absence of care ; 
They loved, and to love was the whole of their (ask — 
Kind earth apon all lavish'd all they conld ask. 

• Tbeo tbe Labour arose, and the demi-god man 

Went the monster and dragon to seek ; 

* VnleiB ~- (he alliuioD, vbich ii eiquiallel; btautiful, ii to (ba 
gbieldotAchillM. — Hdv», Ii. i. is. 

"There Earth, there Beaven, (here Ocean, be d«iign'd." — Part. 

** ThJ9 line i« obscnre, nol onl] in (he iranslalion, bat lain the orl' 
gin«). Schiller meani (o saj ttaB[ Ihe Poel is the true generallser of the 
lnBni(e — ■ poiulon which he himself piactically iitailralei, b; COD- 
deiuing, in the few verses (hat follow, tbe whole bis(Drj of the world. 
Thus, (DO, Homer is Ibe condeasei of the wliDle heroic IE* olCreece. 
In the Prolagne to " Wallensleio ," the same eipnsiions, with llllla 
allerallon, are evplojed to cooTt]i tbe perishable nature of Ae Actor's 
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AndlbetgaorUiehcro, ^lernler, btfaa, 
And (he slroog were the Btaj of tlie wuk. 
Bj Scaiouidcr the strife and the glor; had btrth ; 
But thii Buntiful still was tbe god of the earth. 

From the strife came the coaqnest; and Strength, like a wind, 
Sweptitswajr through the meek and Ihemildi 

Still vocal the Hnse, and in marble eDshrined, 
The goda npon Belicon smiled. 

Alas, for the age which fair FbsDiasie bore! — 

It Is fled from the earth , to return aevermore. 

The gods ttota their thrones In Oljmpns were hurl'd, 

t^aDeaud colamulajreDtaDd farloru; 
And — holj, 40 heal all the wounds of the world — 

The Son of the Virgin was born. 
The lasts ofthe senses subdued or suppress'd, 
HaD mused on life's ends, and took thousbt to his breasi. * 



Ever goat were those charms , the Tolnptaoug aiMl vain , 

Which had deck'd the joaog world with delight ; 
For the monk and the nan were the peoance and palp , 

And the till fqr the iron-dad kaighi. 
Tet, however that life might be darksome and wild. 
Love liager'd with looks still as lovely and mild : 
B; the shrine of in altar yet chaste and divine , 

Stood the Muses in stillness and shade ; 
Andhonaar'd, and household , and holy that shrine — 

In the blush — in the heart of the maid: 
And the sweet light of song bam'd thefresher and truer. 
In the lay and the love of (he wild Troubadour. 

* "Der Mfnach griff rfmltarf in seine Brusl," 
1. e. Han stroie b; reOeclion to apprehend the phanomeDa of bis own 
beiag — Ibe principle! at his osn niUire. The deTelopmeni of Ibe philo- 
(opbical, IS disljagulibed rmm tbe nalutil coDscioQiDeaa, forma a lerr 
imponant vrs in tbe history or civiliialioo. II is in fact the grtil lum- 
ing-point ol humanity, both inditidiullj and hiitoricaltj. Gliff , Begrilt 
— bas a peculiar logical signffieance Id German. 
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Aseier, soaje, in iheirbuaUrollwnd, 

May the Maid and the Poet DDile : 
Thcjrtaskbeto vork, andlowMTe, haadinhoDd, 

The looe of the Fiir and the Bighl I 
LoveaadSoDg, SongandLove, ialerlwiDedeTermore, 
Wearj Earth to the suds of its jouth can restore. 



THE SUIDEN'S LAJUENT. = 
[Ihe twnflrtlSliiuiaof 

The viad rocks the forest , 

The cloads gather o'er; 
The girl sillelh loaelf 

Beside the greeo shore ; 

The brukers'are dashing vith might, with might: 

And she miDgles her sigh» with the gloonijDight, 

And her ejes are hot with tears. 

" The earth is a desert. 

And brokea m; heart , 
Nor anght to taj wishes 

The world caa imparl. 
To her Father in Heaven may the Daughter now go ; 
Ihareknownall the joys that the world can bestow — 
I haye lived — I haTeloved" — 

"In vain, oh! howvaioiy, 

Flows tear upoQ tear! 
Hainan woe never waketh 

Doll Death's heavy ear ! — 
Yet say what can sootiie for Ihe sweel vaolsh'd iove , 
Andl, the Celestial, will shed from *bove 
The balm for thy breast." 



"letever, though vaialy, 
Flow tear upoa tear; 

PotOHBfSchilltT. 
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HumiDvoeiieTerwakelh 
Doll Death's heavy eir ; 
Yet still whCD the heart manms the sweet Tanish'd love , 
No balm /or its wound can descend from above 
Like Love's ovo bithtnl tears 1 " 

THE IMMUTABLE. 

TiHK flies on restless plafons — constant Derer. 
Be conslant — and thou chaioest time for ever. 



THE VEILED nUGE AT SAIS. 
AronTR, whom wisdom's warm desire had lured 
To learn the secret lore of Egypt's priests , 

To Sais came. And soon , from step lo step 

Of upward mystery , swept his rapid soul 1 

Still ever sped the glorious Hope along, 

Nor could the porch'd Impatience hail , appeased 

By the calm answer of the Hierophaul — 

"Whatbavel, iflhaTeuotall," hesigh'd; 

"And givesl tliou bat the lillle and the more? 

Does thy (rath dwindle to the gauge of gold, 

A sum that man may smaller or less small 

Possess and count — subtract or add to — still? 

IsuolTiinTHonsaQdiDdivislblef 

Take from the Harmony a single tone — 

A single tint take from the Iris bow , 

Andlo! what once was aU, is nothing — while 

Fails to the lovely whole one tint or tone ! " 

They stood within the temple's ^ent dome. 
And, as the youngman paused abrupt, bisgaze 
Upona veii'd and giant Imabb fell: 
Amazed he tura'duDto his gaide — "And what 
Towers, yonder, vast beneath Ibe veil t" 

"ThbTrctb," 
Answered the Priest. 
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" Aod bive I fill' the Iniih 
Paaled and siniggled with * loDelj sool, 
A.nd ;oD tbe thin aod ceremonial robe 
That \(rapgherfroiiinitne eyes?" 

Beplied the priest, 
"There shroads bereelf the still Divinity. 
Hear, eod revere her best: ' Till I thia veil 
Lift — ma]' DO mortal-boni presume to raise; 
And who with gailtf and nnhallow'd Itasd 
Too soon profanes the Holy and Forbidden — 
He,' says tbe goddess" — 

"WeU?" 

'" Shall SEE tHB Truth ! ' 
" A wood'rDDS oracle; aad hut (Aou never 
Lifted tbe T^ilT" 

"Mo! nor desired to raise!" 
" What! nOT desired? sitangeincurioua heart. 
Here the thin harrier — there reteal'd the truth ! " 
Mildly retnm'd tbe priestly master, "Son, 
More mighty than thou dream'st at. Holy Law 
Spreads interwoven in you slender web. 
Air-light to touch — lead-heavy to the sool ! " 

Theyonngman, thoughtful, tDrn'dhim tohiahome. 
And the sharp fever of tbe Wish to Enow 
Bohb'd night ofsleep. Aroaadbis couch he roll'd. 
Till midnight hatcfa'd resolve — 

"Unto the shrine!" 

Stealthily on , tbe involnntary tread 
Bears him — be gains the boundary, scales the wall, 
Aodmidwajrln theiumost, holiest dome, 
Strides vrith adtentnrons Step the daring man . 
Now halts he where the lifeless Silence sleeps 
In theembrac«of moumFulSolitude; - 
Silence anstirr'd , — save where the guilty tread 
Ctll'd the dnll echo from mysterious vaatts! 

4* 
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High from the openiog of the dome above , 
Csme wiih via soiile Ibe Bilier-shiiiiBg mooD. 
And, awful B9 some pile presiding god, 
Dim-gleimiDg through the hush orUut Urge gtoom , 
Id its wan veil the Giant Image stood. 

Wilb m unsteidjr step be oavirds past, 
Already tonch'd the Tioliting hiod 
The Hoi; — aqdreeoil'd! a shudder tbrill'd 
His limbs , Gre-hol and ic;-cold io turns , 
As ifiavisible arms voald pluck the soul 
Back from the deed. 

"Offliseriblemin! 
What would'st thoD?" (Tills within the inmost heiTt 
Harmnr'd the wnmiDgvhlspec.) "Wilt thon dare 
The All-hallow'd to profaoel ' No mortat-borD 
(So spake the orsculir woid) mif lift the veil 
TilllmjselfsbaUraise!' TetsaJdiioot, 
The same oracnlar word — ■ who lifts the veil 
Sballsee the tnithi' Behind, be what there ma;, 
I dare the huard — 1 will lift the veil — " 
Loud raag his shouting voice — "and Ivrillsee!" 

"Sg 
A lengthen'd echo , mocliing, shrili'd again! 
He spoke and raia'd the veil ! And ask'st thou what 
Unto the ucrilegioos gaie la; bareT 
I know not — pale and senseless, stretch 'd before 
The statne of the great Eg;ptian qneen , 
The priests beheld him at the dawn of dajr ; 
Bntwhaihesaw, or what did there befUl, 
Bis lips reveal'd not. Ever from his heart 
Was fled the sweet serenity of life, 
4od the deep anguish dug the eirl; grave: 
"Woe — woe to him" — snch were his warning words. 
Answering some curions and impetuous brain , 
' Woe — for her face shall charm him never more ! 
Woe — ■ woe to him who treads through Guilt to Tbcth !' 
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THE CHILD IN THE CBADLE. 
WiTHiH that nanow bed , gliidbabe, lo Ihee 

A boQDdless world is spread '. 
Unto thj Boat , the banmiless world shall be 

When man, e narrow bed!* 



THE BING OF P0LYCRATE8. 
^ JailoB. 

Upok bis baCllemeiits he slande — 
And prondlf looks along the lands — 

His Samoa aod the Sea ! 
"Andall," hesaid, "that we survey, 
Egyptian king, nij power obey — 

Own, Fortaoefavoorsme!" 
"With Ihee the Gods their favour share. 
And they who once thine eqnals were , 

In thee a monarch know ! 
Yet one there lives to avenge the rest. 
Nor can my lips pronounce thee blesl-, 

While on thee frowns the Foe ! " 
He spoke, and from Hlleius sent. 
There came a breathless man , and bent 

Before the tyrant there. 
"Lei incense smoke upon the shrine , 
And with the lively laurel Iwlne, 

Ticlor, thy godlike hair! 

• Thij epiBram hat a conBiderible rMemblance w the epitapb on 
AleianderUie Great: 

SufficilhuioTumulQs, cui nonsaneeeral orbif; 

Ses brevis huic ampla est, cui tuil ampla brevis. 

A little tomb sutficetb bim whom nol sufficed alii 

The small is no* as great to bim aa once the B""' *i 
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"Thtfoesnak, Bmitteobj the spear; 
With the glad tidings sends me liere , 

ThT hithfut Poljdare," 
And from ibe griesly bowl he drew 
(Grim sight they well oilghl slarl to view!) 

Ahead that dripp'd with gon. . 

The EgyplisD king recoil'd in fear, 
" Hold not thf fortuae jet too dear — 

BelMnk thee jet," he cried, 
"Thj Fleets are on the faithless seas ; 
Tbj Fonuoe trembles in the breeie , ' 

And floats upm the tide." 

Ere yet ibe warDiog word was spokea — 
Below, the choral joj was broken — 

Shouts ring from street Id street ! 
Home-ireeriDg to the crowded shore — 
Their flight ofrichesc boot; bore 

The Forests of (he Fleet. 

AfilDOaded stood that kingly guest , 
"Thy lock this day fflustbeconfcst, 

Tel trust Dot the Unsteady ! 
The banners of the Cretan foe 
WaTewar, and bode thine overtiirow — 

They near thy sands already ! " 

Scarce spoke the Egyptian King — before 
Hark, "Victory — Victory!" from the shore , 

And from the seas ascended ; 
" Escaped the doom that round us lower'd , 
Swiftatorm the Cretan has devoured, 

And war Itself is ended ! " 

Shndder'd the guest — " In sooLh ," he falter'd , 
"To-day thy fortune smiles unalter'd, 
Yet more thy fate I dread ~ 
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The Gads oft grudge whit they have givea , 

And ne'er unmii'd wilh grief has Heaven 

Its joja on Mortals shed 1 

"No less than tbioe m; role has thriven, 
And o'er each deed the gracious heaVeu 

Has, favonriDg, smiiedasfet. 
But one beloved heir had I — 
God t«ok him ! — I beheld him die , 

His life paid forlDne's debt. 

"So, vould'st tAou 'scape the coming ill - 
Implore the dread larisible — 

Tbysweets themselves to soar! 
Well ends his life, beliereme, never. 
On whom, with hands thns fall for ever. 

The Gods their bonnty shower. 

" And if thf prayer the Gods CBO gain not 
ThisconnBelof thy Friend disdain not — 

Thine own aSlictarbe 1 
And what of all thy worldly gear 
Thy deepest heart es teems moat detr , 

Cast into yonder sea ! " 

The Samian thritl'd to hear the king — 
"No gems so rich as deck this ring. 

The wealth of Samos gave : 
By this — O may the Fatal Three 
Uy glut of forlDne pardon me ! " 

He east it on the wave — 

And when the morrow's dawn began , 
All joyous came a Rsberman 

Before the prince. — Qnolh he , 
"Behold this fish — so fair a spoil 
Ne'er yet repaid the snarer's toil , 

1 bring my best to {hee ! " 
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The cook to dress Ihe Gsh begDo — 
The cook ran fist as cook could ran ~ 

"Look, look! — O nuBter mine — 
The ring — the ring the sea did via , 
1 found the fish's ma* wiihm — 

Was ever luck like Ihine! " 
In boiTor tarns the kingly gnest — , 

" Then longer here I maj not rest, 

1 11 have no Mend id thee ! 
The Gods have marked thee for their pre; , 
To share thy doom I dare not siaj ! " 

He spoke — aod put to sea. 

NoTl. — Thii ilorr la likea from the well-kaown correBpondeaee 
between imttit and PDljcntea , In the third hook at Herodotiu. Poljr- 
cratea — one ot the ableit ot that most able race , Lhe Greek tyranti, — 
w«9 attarrardi decoTed inUi the poiter o[ Oralei , gDvernor of Sardia, 
and died on lbs eroii. HeiodoluE iarormi ua , that ibe ring Polyorate* 
(0 prtted, «iB ■□ emerald set in gold, the WDrkminsbip of Tbeodorus 
the Samlin. Plinf, on tbe coolrsry, afflrmB it to bave been a lardoDjii, 
and in big time it wai lupposed gliU to exist among Ibe treasures Id the 
Temple of Conoord. It is vorlh wblle to lunilo lleredoliu (c. *o — 41, 
booh I), to DoUce the admirableartwiibirbiotaScbUlcrbu adapted the 
nariaiiie, and belgbtenediti effect. 



HOPE. 

Wb speak with the lip , and we dream in the soul , 

Of some better aad fUrer daj ; 
And our days, the meanwhile, to that golden goal 

Are gliding and sliding away. 
Now the world becomes old, nowagaiiiitisioung, 
Bnt ■■ Tha Better" 's for ever the word on the loDgae. 
At the threshold of life Hope leads ns In — 

Hope plays round the mirthftal boy ; 
Though the best ofile charms may with youth begin, 

Tel for age it reserves its to}. 
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Wbm we sii^ at (he gnye , nhy the grave fau scope , 
Aod over the coffln Han pUnuih — Hops ! 
And it is not a dream ofafaDcj'proad, 

With a fool for Us daU begetter ; 
There 's a voice at the henri that proclaims aload — 

"^e are bom for a something Bettarl" 
And thatToiceoftbe Heart, oh, jre may believe. 
Will never ihe Hope of the Soul deceive ! 



THE SEXES. 
Sbr in the babe tvo loveliest Dowers anited ^~ jel in truifa , 
While ia the bad they seem the same — the virgin and the yonth ! 
Bat loosen'd is Ihe gentle bond , no longer side by side — 
F^om holy Shame the Gerj Strength will soon itself divide. 
Permit the joath to sport, aodatill the wild desire to chase, 
For, butwhengaied, weary strength relnms to seek the grace. 
Yet in the bad, the donbte flowers (he Mare strife begin, 
How precious all — yet nonghi can still the longing heart within. 
In ripening charms Uie virgin bloom to woman shape hath grown , 
Bnt round the ripening charms the pride hath dasp'd its guardian 



From lowering brows this stniggliDg world the feariess youth ob- 

And, harden'd for the strife betimes, he strains the willing nerves; 
Farto the armid throng aad to die race prepared U> start. 
Inviting glory calls him forth, and^asps the tronbled heart; — 
Protect thy work , Nature now 1 one fTOm lbs other flies , 
Till thoa onilest each at last that for the other sighs. 
There an tboa, mighty one! where'er the diacord darkest frown , 
Thoa call'st the meek harmonions Peace, the godUhe soother down. 
The noisy chase ialnll'd asleep, day's clamour dies afkr. 
And throogh the sweet and veiled afr in beanty comes Ihe star. 
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5ofl-sighiiigtlirou|A(h«criBpU reeds, the brooklet glides iloDg, 
Xnd t\erj wood Iha nighliiigile melodions fills with goag. 
virgin ! now what iaslinct heaves thy bosom wilb Ihe sigh? 
O jouth! and wherefore steals the tear into th; dreaming eje? 
Alas ! the; seek In lain within the chann around beslow'd. 
The leader fruit is ripea'd dow , and bows to earih its load. 
And restless goes the youth to feed his heart apon its Gre , 
Ah, where the geuUe breath to cool the Dame of young desire! 
And now they meet — the holy love that leads them lights their 

eyes. 
And still behind the wingid god the wingtd viclofy Qies. 
heavenly Love ! — 't is thy sweet task the human flowers to bind. 
For aye apart , and yet by thee for ever intertwined ! 



Wbbn the column oflighton the waters is glass'd. 
As blent in one glow seem the shine and the stream ; 

Bat wave after wave through Ihe glory has pass'd , 
Just catches, and fliesas it catches, thebeam; 

So Honours but mirror on mortals their light ; 

Not the Kah but the Place that he passes is bright. 



POUPEU AND HEBCULANEUM. 
What wonder thisT — we ask the lymphld well ', 
OEarth! ofthee — and from thy solemn womb 
What yield's! thouT — Is there life in At abyss — 
Dotii anew racebeneatb the lava dwell?' 
Returns the Past, awakening fVom the tomb? 
Home — Greeee ! — O , eome ! — Behold — bahotd '. For this 
Our liiiag worid — the old Pompeii sees ; 
And built anew the town of Dorian Hercules '. 
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House upon house — its sileat balls ODce more 

Opes [be broad Portico!^ O, hasteaodfiU 

Again those halls with life ! — O , pout along 

Through ibe geTeo^Tisla'd theatre the Ibrong ! 

Where are je, mimesT — Cone forth, the steel prepare 

For crown'd Atrides , or Orestes haant, 

YechoMlFaries with your dismal chauat! 

The Arch of Triamph ! — whither leads it? — still 

Behold the Forum ! — On the eurnlc chair 

Where tbeimnjestic image? Liclors, where 

Tour solemD {asees? — Place upou his throne 

TfaePrtetor — here the Witness lead, and there 

Bid the Accuser sland ! 

— OGod! bow lone 
The clear streets glitter in the quiet daf — 
The footpath bf the doors windiog its lifeless waj ! 
The roofs arise in shelter, andaronad 
The desolate Alrium — everj gentle room 
Wears still the dear familiar smile of Home ! 
Open the doors — tbe shops — on drear; night 
Let Inst; da J laugh down in jocund light ! 

See the trim benebn ranged in order ! — See 

The marble-tesselated floor — and there 

The verj walls are glitieriDg liviaglf 

With (heir clear colours. But the artist where? 

Sure but this instant be halfa laid aside 

Pencil and colours 1 — Glittering on the eje 

Swell the rich fruits, and bloom the flowers! — Bee all 

Art's geaUe wreaths still fresh upon the wall I 

Here the arch Cupid slyly seems to glide 

By with bloom-laden basket. Tbere the shapes 

orGeniipress with purpling feet the grapes. 

Here springs the wild Bacchante to the dance , 

And there she sleeps [while that voluptuous trance 

Eyes the si j faun with oerer-sated glance] 
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Now on one knee upaa the cenuur-sleedt 

Hovering — the Th jtsub plies. — Hnitab 1 — away she speeds ! 

Come — come, whf loiter je? — Here, bere, bovfUr 

The go odl; vessels still! Girls, hither turn, 

Fill from the foantaiD the En^iscaa ara ! 

On the ving'd sphimes see the Tripod. — 

Ho! 
Quick — quick, je slaves, come — fire! — the hearth prepare! 
Ha! wilt UiousellT — Ihis coin shall pa j thee — this, 
Fresh tr<»n the miDtoFmigbtj Titus! — Lo! 
Here lie the scales , and not a weight we miss ! 
,So — biing the light ! The delicate lamp ! — what toil 
Shaped Ihj miaatest grace ! — quick , pour the oil ! 
Yooder the fairy chesi! — come, maid, behold 
The bridegroom's giitB — Ihe armlets — the; are gold. 
And paste out-feigning jewds ! — lead the bride 
Into the odorous bath — la , ungnents still — 
And still the crystal vase the aris for beauty fill ! 
Bnt where the men of old — perchance a priie 
More precious yet in yon papyrus lies. 
And see et'a still the tokens of their toil — 
The waxen tablets — the recording style. 

The earth, with faithful watch, has hoarded all ! 
Still stand the mnte Feuales in the hall ; 
Back to his baonlG rclnnis each ancient God. 
Why absent only from their ancient stand 
The Priests T — vaves Hermes his Caducean rod , 
And the wing'd victory struggles ^m the baud. 
Kindle the flame — behold the Altar there ! 
Long bath the God been worsbipless — To prayer ! 

LIGHT AMD WABSITH. 

In cheerful faith thai fears no ill 

n doth the world begin ; 
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Warm viih Ae noble vows of jonlh , 
HallowiDg his true irm to (he Inilh ; 
Yei IB the littleness oraU 

So sooD to sad eiperieoce showD , 
That crowds but teach him to recall 

And centre Ihonght on self alone; 
Till love. DO more, emotion knows. 
And the heart freezes to repose. 
Atas! thonghtrathmajA'^Af bestow. 

Not always wonntA the beams impart, 
Blest lie who gains tfae boon to imow , 

Nor buys the knowledge with the heart. 
For warmth and light ■ blessing both to be. 
Feel OS the Enthusiast — as the World-wue see. 

BBEAOTH AMD DEPTH. 

Full many a shining wit one sees , 

With tongue on all things well-conTersiog; 
The what can cliarm, the what can please, 

In every nice detail rehearsing. 
Their raptures so transport the college , 
It seems one honeymoon ofknowledge. 
¥el oat Ihej go in silence where 

They wbilome held their learned prate ; 
Ah! he who would achieve the fair. 

Or sow the embryo of the great , 
' Hnst hoard — to wait the ripening hour — 
In the least point the loftiest power. 
With wanton boughs and pranksome hues , 

Aloft in air aspires the stem ; 
The glittering leaves inhale the dews , 

Bntfrnilsarenot conceal'dio them. 
From the small kernel's undlscerued repose 
The oak that lords it o'er the Forest grows. 
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THE PHILOSOPHICAL EGOIST. 

Hast thon the inftat seen that jet, unkaowlngof thelovc 
Which wanns and cradles, calinlj sleeps the mother's heart above— 
Waodering Irom arm to arm, until the call of passioD wakes , 
And gitmmering on the coDscious eje — the world in glorj 

And hasl Ihon seen the mother there her aniions vigU keep , 
Bnjing with love that never sleeps the darling's happy sleepf 
With her own life she Tans and feeds that weak life's Irembliilgiajs, 
And with the sweetness of the care, the care itself repays. 
And dost thon Nature then blaspheme — that , both the child and 

mother 
Each unto each nniles , the while the one doth need the other? — 
All self-suiGcing wilt than from that lovely circle stand — 
Thai creature still to creature links in faith's familiar band? 
Ah! dar'sttbon, poor one, from the rest thy lonely self estrange? 
Eternal Power ilself is but all powers in interchange 1 



rWDOLINj 

THE MESSAGE TO THE FORGE. 

[SchUUT ipeablDg ot tlili Ballid, which be bad then nearlY eooeladsd, 
Sijii that " accident had lug^esled to him a ver} pretty iheme for a Bal- 
lad)" and tbal "after haiing traTelled through air and water," alludinf 
to "Tbe Cranes ot Ibjciu" and "The Diver," "be should now claim to bim- 
seir lbeEUnieDtorFire."—[lDtrmelsler supposes from the name ofSiven), 
(he French orthograpby for Zabern, a town in Alia tia, ibat Schiller took 
the material Tor bis tale from a French source; though there ire German 
Legendi analogoug to iL The general slyle of Ibe Ballad is simple ilmoat 
to homeliness , though not to the puerility affected by some of our own 
Ballad writers. —But (he pictures of the Forge and the Calholic Hitual 
are worked out with siDgulir force and IruthfulDesiO 



ras Fridolin , 
A pious youth was he ; 
He served and sought her grace to win , 
Count Bavem's fair ladye ; 
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And geotle wu (be Dame u fair , 
And light the toils of service tbere ; 
And yet the woman's wildest vhim 
Id her — hadbeeabnljoy tohim. 

Soon as the earl; moniing shone , 

Until the vesper bell. 
For her sweet hest he lived alone 

Nor e'er could serve loo well. 
She bade him oft not labour so : 
But then his eyes would overHow. . . 
Itseemed a sin if strengtb could swerve. 
From that one thought — her will to serve 

And so of all her House, the Dame 

Most fbvour'd him always ; 
And Trom her lip for ever came 

His uneihansted praise. 
Od him , more like some gentle child , 
Tlian serving-youth , the lady smiled, 
And took a harmless pleasure in 
The comely looks of Fridolin. 

Fortbis, the Hnntsman Hobert's heart 

The favour'd Henchman cursed; 
And long, till rlpen'd into art, 

The hateful eavy nursed. 
His Lord was rash of ihougfalaDd deed: 
And thus Ibe knave tbe deadly seed , 
(As fiom tbe cbase tbey homeward rode ,) 
Thatpoisons thougbt (0 fury, sow'd — 

"Your lot, great Count, in truth is fair, 
(Thus spoke the craft suppress'd;) 

The gnawing loolh of doubt can ne'er 
Consmne yomr golden rest. 

He who a noble spouse can claim , 

Sees love begirt with holy sheme ; 
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■'HowDOw! — bold man, whal slyest thou 7" 

The frowDiD^ Count replied — 
" ThiDk'sl ihou 1 boild on woman's tow , 

Unstable as Ihe tide T 
Too veil the flatterer's lip allureth — 
On firmer ground my faitbendarelh; 
The CouQl Von SaverD's wife unto 
No smooth seducer comes to woo ! " 

"Iligbt!">-quotli the other — " and jonr scora 

The fool enow the fool chastises , 
Who though a simple vassal born , 

Himselfso high! J prizes; 
Who buoys his heart with rarii desires , 
And to the Dame be serves aspires." 
"How!" cried the Count , aod trembled — "How! 
OfOne who lives, Ibeu, speakest Ihou?" 

"Surely; can that to all reveai'd 

Be aU unknown to yoi? 
Yet, fromyoureariflhoscoDceal'd, 

Let me be silent too." 
Oalbnrst the Count, with gasping breaUi, 
"Fool — fool! — thouspeak'si the ifords of death! 
What brain has dared so bold a sin?" 
"HyLord, I spoke ofFridolin 1 

"His face is comely to behold" — 

He adds — then paused with art. 
The Count grew hot ~ the Count grew cold — 

The words had pierced his heart. 
' ' My gracious master sure must see 
That only in ber eyes lives he; 
Behind your board be sUuds unheeding. 
Close by her chair — his passion feeding. 
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"Aod thcD (he rhymes. .." "Therhyroes!" "Thi 

Confess'i] ifae ftaiiiic thoaghu" 
"Confess'd!" "Ay, (ndttnu/uaf flame 

The foolish boy besonght ! 
NodonbttbeCoaDtess, soft and teodet, 
Forbore thelbes to }oa to render, ... 
And 1 repent the babbling word 
That scaped my lips — What ails my lord?" 

Straight to a wood , ■□ scorn and shame , 

Awiy Coanl Savem rode — 
Where, in Ihe'eosriogrumace-llarae, 

The molles iron glow'd. 
Here, lale and early, still the brand 
fiindled the smiths, with craRy hand; 
The bellows heave and the sparkles fly , 
As if they would melt down the ffloaniains bigl 

Their strength the Fire, the Water gave, 

In interleagued eodeavoor; 
Themilt'wheel, whirl'd amidst ihe wave, 

Rolls on for aye and ever — 
Here, dayand night, resoundgtiierlaroour. 
While measured beats the beavjng hammer ; 
And , snppled in thai ceaseless storm , 
Iron to iron stamps a form. 

Two smiths before Count Savem bend , 
FoTifa-becIion'd from Ibeir lasli. 

" The first whom I to you may send , 
And whooffoumiyask — 

'Uaveyoumy tord't command obey'd?' 
— Thrust in the hell-fire yonder made ; 
Shrunk to the cinders of your ore. 
Let him olTend mine eyes no more ! " 



For scDSeless as the iroD there , 

The heart hj in the breast. 
And hied the;, wilb theheUom'breath, 
To slreDgthen still the (bmace^eath; 
The mnrder-priesls dot Abb DOr falter — 
Wait the victim — trim the all«r ! 

The huDlsmflD seeks the page — God wot , 

How smooth a face hath het 
"Off, comrade, off! andtarrjoot; 

Thj lord hath Deed of thee!" 
Thus spoke his lord to Fridolio , 
"Haale to the forge the vood within. 
And ask the serfs who ply the trade — 
• Have y OK my lord' t command obeji'dV 

"It shall hedoDG" — aadto the task 

He hies without delay. 
Had lAa not best? — 'twere well to a£k. 

To make less long the way. 
So, weDdiDglMcknardatthelhonghi, 
Tlie youth the gracious lady soagfat. 
"Erel go to the forge, I have come to thee : 
Hast ihoo any commaads, by the road for me 

"IfaiD," (bus spake thatiadyfair. 

Id winsome tone aod low , 
"Bat for mine infaarailiDg there , 

To bear the mass vould go. 
"GotboD, my child — and on the way. 
For me and mine thy heart shall pray ; 
Repent each sinful ihoogbt of thine — 
Bo shallthysoDl find grace for mtDe!" 

Forthon the welcome task he weods. 

Her wish the task endears , 
Till, where the qaiel hamlet ends, 

A SDdden sound he hears. 
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ToudfhiUiBchQrcb-bell, swinging, 
Cbeerilf, clearij forth is riogii^; 
KooliiDK soqIs tliat would repeat 
To ihe tlo\j Sacnmeot. 

Hethongbt, "Se«liGodnp«D thjwaf. 

And he will come to Ibee ! " 
Be gains the Hoase of Prayer to prajr , 

Bat all stood sileatlf. 
1 was the Harvest's merrj reigo , 
The sc]>lhff was Ihibj ia the grain , 
Ooe cleAljr hand the rites require 
To Mrre the mass and aid the choir. 

M oQce the good resolve he lakes. 

As sacristan to serve ; 
"Piohalt," qnothbe, " Ihe footstep mthei 

That doth bat heavenward swervet" 
So, ontheprieBt, widi humble soul , 
He hung the eingiilDm and sloie. 
And eke prepares each bol; thing 
To the high mass admlnirt'ring. 

Now, iBlhemioislrainl, before 

The priest he took his stanth 
Now towards the altar moved , and bore 
The mass-book in his hand. 
, Bightward, leftward kneeletb be, 
WatehfU everj sipi to see ; 
Tinkling, astheionehufeli, 
Thrieeateachhdjnime, thebdi. 

Now Ihe meek priest, bMidinglowl;, 
TonM unto the solemn shriiw. 

And vitk lifted hand aad holy. 
Bears the cross divine. 

While the clear bell, Ugbtl; swinging. 

That bo j-«acrlstan is riogiiig ; — 
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Strike Iheir breuts , ami down incliaing, 
Knot) the crowd , Ihe symbol signfog. 

Still in ever; point eicelling , 

With a quick sod nimble art — 
Ever; costoin in thai dweltiog 

Knew the boy bj heart! 
To the close he lanied thus , 
Till faiiieum Domt'niu; 
To the crowd inclines the priest. 
And the crowd have sign'd ■- and ceased ! 

Kow back in its appointed place , 

His footsteps but delay 
To range each symbol-sign of grace — 

Then forward on his way. 
So, conscience-calm, be lightly goes; 
Before his steps the furnace glows ; 
His lips, the while, (the count completing,) 
Twelve paternosters slow-repeating. 

He gain'd the forge — the smiths anrvey'd , 

As there they grimly stand : 
"How faces it, friHidst— have yr obey'd ," 

Ueuied, "mylo^teonivKtndf" 
"Ho! ho!" they shout and ghastly grin, 
And point th* fumace-ihroat within : 
"With zeal and heed, wedidtbedeed — 
, The master's praise , titesenranis'raeed." 

On, with this answer, onward home. 

With fleeter step be Dies ; 
Afar, the CanDt beheld him corae — 

He scarce could trust his eyes. 
"Whence com'sttbouT" "F^m thefuroace." 
Notelsewhere? troth, thy st^s are dew; 
Thou hast loiter'd long! " — "Yet only till 
I might the trust consign'd fblfi). 
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"Hf noble lord, 'tislrae, lo-Aif, 

I 'd chtDced , OD quitiing thee , 
To ask mj duties , on the w*; , 

Of ber who gnideth me. 
She bade me, (and how sweet aod dear 
It was!) the holf mass to hear ; 
Bosariesfourl told, delafiog, 
Grace for thee and ihine heart-prayiog." 

All stunu'd, Connt SaTera heard the speech — 

A wondering man vns he ; 
"And when thou didst the furnace reach. 

What answer gsTe ifaej thee?" 
"An answer hsrd thesenae to win ; 
Thus Bpike the men with ghastl; gria , 
' With zeal and heed , we did the deed — 
The master's praise , (he servants' meed.'" 

"AadRobertt" — gasp'd the Count, aslost 

In awe, be shadderiog stood — 
. "Thoamnst, besnre, his path have cross'dT 

Itenthim to theioood," 
" In wood nor Add wbere I have been , 
No single trace of him was seen." 
All deathlike stood the Connt; "Thy might, 
Godof heaven, hathjndgedlheright!" 

Then meekly, Ijumbled from his pride , 

He took the servant's liand ; 
He led him to his ladj'eside, 

She nought mote undcrslind. 
This child — no angel is more pore — 
Long ma; thj grace for him endure ; 
Oar strength how weak, our sense how dim — 
God and ma hosts are otbii him ! " 
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TBE YOUTH BY THE BHOOK. 



Bksidb the brook tbe B07 recti n'd 

And wove his flsvery wreath , 
And to the whcs the wreath cons^ti'd — 

The wave» that daaced beneath. 
" So Oeetmme hours," hesigh'd, "awaj 

Like waves that restless Sow : 
And , so m} Dowers of jonib decaf 

Like those that Qoat below. 
"Asknotwhyl, iloneoD earth, 

Am Md ID life's jovog lime ; 
To all the rest are hope and mirth 
When spring renews its prime. 
Alas! themusicNaiuremakes, 

In tCousand songs of gladness — 
While charming all aronad me, wakes 

Klf heavj heart to sadness. 
"Ahl vain to me the jojs that break 

FromSpritig, volnptaousare; 
For onlj One 'i is mine la seek — 

The Near, jet ever Fail 
I stretch mj arms , that shadow^«hapB 

Id fond embrace to hold ; 
Still doUi the shade (he clasp escape — 

The heart is nncoDsoled ! 
"Come forth, fair Friend, come forth beloi 

And leave tb j lofij hall , 
Tbe fairest Dowers the spring can know 

In tb; dear lap shall fall! 
Qear glides the brook in silver roll'd. 

Sweet carols D11 the air ; 
The meanest hut hath space to hold 
Ahappj loving Pair!" 
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TO THE IDEAL. 

[To (ppreefilc ihsbwit; of ihiiPoeiD, — Ibc reidermuiliamembfr 
(bat it preceded aur own School ~ me vill not lay oF Egotism , but or 
SelF-npreitloaj i SEhoat at wbtch the great Bjron b the ererlaiting 
muter — end fn wbicb Ibe Poet ttnah Ibe hearts ot others, bj conresa- 
Ing Ibe emotiom of bi« ova. OF late years we have been ovetvhelmed 
with attempts at the kind ol pathos which the toUowing staniis embody 
vilb tnetancholj tendemeis — yel with mini; resignaliaa, But at the 
time Schiller wrote this eleg; on departed joath, he bad the merjl of ori- 
ginalily — a merit the greater, because the Poem eipresset feelings 
which almost all o[ us bate (e!t io the progress of life. — The onlj Poem 
written before it, which il resembles, is the "Ode on a Disiaot Prospect 
of Eton College," h; our own illustrious Gray, whom the little critics of 
our d>T seek to deprecFate. — Beautiful as (he Gennaa'a Poem Is, (in his 
awn language,) the Englisbman's excels it.] 

TaiN wilt thou, with thy Taiicies holy — 

Wilt thou, failhiess, (Ij from me? 
Wilhtbrjoj, ihjmelaDcholf, 

Wilt thou thus releDtlessflee? 
Golden Time, Human Ha;, 

CauQolhiDg, FleetOoe, iheereslraia? 
Must lb J sweet river glide awa j 

iDto the eteroal Ocean-Uiinf 
The suns serene are lost and vaDJsh'd 

That wont the path ofyoutb to gild. 
And all the fair Ideals banish'd 

from (hat wild heart Ibe; whilome fill'd. 
Gone the divine and sweet bclievlDg 

In dreams which Heaven itself uofurl'd ! 
What godlike shapes have years bereaviog 

Swept fVom this real work-day world ! 
AsoQCe, with tearful passioD fired, 

The Cyprian Sculptor clasp'd (he stone , 
Till the cold cheeks , delight inspired , 

Blush'd — to sweet life the marhle grown ; 
So youth's desire for Nature ! — round 

The Statue, somy arms I wreathed. 
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With my ovd barning thoughts it burn'd ; — 

Its silence stirr'd to speech divioe ; — 
Its lips roj glowing kiss retura'd ; — 

lis heart in healing ansver'd mine! 
How fair was then the flower — the tree ! — 

How silver-sweet the fouQttin's Tall! 
The soulless had a soul lo me ! 

Hy life ils own life lent lo all ! 

The Universe otThings seem'd swelling 

The paatJDg heart to burst its bound , 
And wandering Fancy Tound a duelling 

la ever; shape — liiought — deed, andsoui 
Germ'd in the mystic buds, reposing, 

A whole creation slumber'd mute , 
Alas, when from the buds unclosing. 

How scant and blighted Eprung the fruit I 

How happy m his dreaming error. 

His own gay valour Tor his wing , 
or not ODe care as yet in terror. 

Did Youth npoD his journey spring; 
Till floods of balm, through air's damiaioa, 

Bore apward to the faintest sUr — 
For never aught to that bright pinjoo 

Could dwell too high , or spread too far. 

Though laden with delight, how lightly 

The wanderer heavenward still could soar. 
And aye the ways of life bow hrigblly 

The airy Pageant danced before ! — 
Love, showering gifts (life's sweetest) down. 

Fortune, wilhgoldeugarlandsgiy. 
And Fame , wiUi slarheams for a crown , 

AndTmlb, whose dwelling is the Day. 
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Ah! TnidwajsooDlostevermore. 

Afar tbe blithe eompaaious stray; 
lo vain their bilbless steps explore, 

As, onebjOQe, tbey glide awaj. 
Fleet Fortune was the Srst escaper — 

The thirst Tor wisdom iioger'd jet ; 
But doubts vilh many a gloomj vapour 

The sau-shape of the Tralh beset! 
The hoEj crown which Fame was wreathing, , 

Behold! the meaa'Dua's temples wore, 
And but for one short spring-day breathing, 

Biooin'd Love — the Beautiful — no more 1 
And ever stiller yet, and ever 

The barren path mote lonely lay , 
Till scarce from waning Hope could quiver 

A glance along ibe gloomy way. 
Who, loving, lingered yet to guide me. 

When all her boon companions fled , 
Who stands consoling yet beside me , 

And follows to the House of Dreadf 
Thine Friendship — thine the hand so lender , 

Thine the balm dropping on Ihe wound, 
Thytash, the load more light to render, 

01 eariiesl sought and soonest found! — 
AndThou, sopleased, vilb heruniling, 

To charm Ihe soul-storm into peace , 
Sweet TOIL, in loilitself delighting. 

That more it laboured , less could cease , 
Tho' but by grains ibou aid'st the pile 

The vast Eternity u prears , 
At least thou strik'sl from Time the while 

Life's debt — the minutes, dajs and years. * 

* Tbough the Ideal images otyouth fonake ub, the Ideal ittelfitill 
remaios to ihe Poet. It is his task and bis companion — unlike Ae 
Pbantaiiea oC Forlune, Fame, and Love, tbe Pbanlasiei of Ibe Ideal are 
impetitbable. White, as tbe (woupation of lite, it pays off (be deblot 
Time, a« ibe eaaiter of life it conlribules ta tbe Building af Eternilj. 
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PHILOSOPHEHS. 
To learn what gives to erer; tbioE 

The rorm and life whicb we snrrej , 
The law bj wbicb the Eternil ElDg 
Movesa)! Creation's order'd Ting, 
And Leeps it Trom decay — 
When to great Doctor Wiseman we go — 
IFhelp'd not out b; Ficbt«'s Ego — 
All froin his brain that we can delve , . 
Is this sage answer — "Ten 's doI TweUe." • 
TbeBnottcancbill, the fire can bnrn , 

Hen vben the; valk on two feet go ; — 
A snn in Heaven all eyes discern — 
71di through the senses we ma; learn , 

JioT go to school to know ! 
Bnt die profounder student sees. 
That that which burns — will seldom freeie ; 
And can instrnct the astonish'd hearer. 
How moistoie moistens — light makes clearer. 
Homer composed his might]' song. 
The hero danger dared to scorn , 
* "Wenn icb nichl drauf ihm heire 
Krheisst: lebn ist nicbt zwOlfe." 
If the Ich in the teit is correctly printed with * capital initial, (be in- 
lenlion ot Schiller musl apparemli be la ridicule the abaoiule Ego ot 
Fichl« — a phlloiopher wbam be elsewhere treats «itii verj little eere- 
moD<r — and tbusHotrmeiBler seems to interpret the meaning.— Hi nrich«, 
on the olher band , quoting the passage without the capital initial , as- 
sumes the satire to be directed against the Brsi great law of logic, which 
logicians call (he Principle of Contra diction, vii., thai it is impossible for 
a thing to be and not lo be at the same lime ; or, is Schiller eipresses it, 
that it is impossible far ten to be both ten and twdve; a truth which ia 
obvious lo all men, and which, precisely because it isobiiom la all men, 
Philosophers can stale and eiplain. According tr "-■- ■ ■-- 
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ThebraTemMididhlsdul;, loDg 

Baton — (and wbo shall saj I 'm wrong) — 

Philosophers were bora ! 
Wiihool Descartes and Locke — Uie Sua 
Saw tbiogs b; Heart aud Genius done , 
Which those great meo have pro«ed , on Tiewiog, 
The — posBlbililj of doing ! 
Slreogth id this life preTsils and swafs — 

Bold Power oppresses homble Worth — 
He who can nfit command obejs — 
In short there 's not too much Uy praise 

In this poor orb of earth. 
Bnt how things better might be done , 
If sages had this world begna. 
By moral sjslcms of their own. 
Host incoDtestably is shown i 
"Uan needs mankind, most be confest — 

Id ali he labours to fulfil , 
Hastwork, orwith, orfor, tberesi; 
T is drops that swell the ocean's breast — 

T is waves that Idtd the mill. 
The savage life for man unfit is. 
So like a wife and live in cities." 
Thtise^cafAeiA-(£ teach, weknow. 
Wise Uessients Puffeadorf and Co. 
Yet since , what grave professors preach , 

The crowd may be excused from knowing; 
Heaowhlle, old Nature looks to each, 
nnkets the chain , and mends the breach. 

And keeps the clockwork going. 
Someday, Philosophy, DO donht, 
A better World will bring abont; 
Till then the Old a Utile longer , 
Most blunder on — through Love and Hunger ! 
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PUNCH SOKG. 

FaonEleueDts, join'dia 

A.aeniiilausslrir«, 
FiBhioDtbe world, and 

Constituie life. 
From the sharp citron 

The slarryjuiCB ponr; 
Acid to Life is 

The ianermost core. 
Now, letihesogar 

The bitieroDs meet; 
Siill be life's bitter 

Tamed dowo with the sweet! 
Let the bright water 

Flow iDto the bowl; 
Water, tbe calm one. 

Embraces the Whole. 
Drops from the spirit 

Pour quick'Ding within ; 
Life but its life from 

The spirit csDwiD. 
Haste, while it gloweth , 

Your vessels to bring ; 
The wave has bnt virtne 

Dnuik hot from the spriDg ! 



Oh the free soulhern hills 
V/htre the full summN^ sbioe , 

Natore quicken'd bj suulighl, 
Gives birth to the viae! 
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Bet work Ihe GMt UoUier 

COQCfals from Ihe sight, 
Uotrack'd is the Ubour , 

Unfatbom'd the might. 
Asihe child of the sDDbeam, 

The wine leaps to di;, 
From the tan springs the crystal , 

AfounlaiDatplaj. 
All the senseB It gladdens , 

Gives Hope to the breast; 
To grief a soft balsam , 

To life a new zest. 
But, our zone palely gilding, 

The Suo of the North, 
From the leaves it scarce tinietb 

No fruit ripens forth. 
Yet life vill ne'er freely 

Life's gladness resign ; 
but vales know no vineyard — 

Invent we a wine ! 
But wan the libation , 

In truth mast appear; 
Living Nature alone gives 

The bright and the clear! 
Tet draw from the dim fount. 

The Waters of Hiith! 
For Heaven gave us Art, 

The Promethens of Earth. 
Wherever strength reachetb. 

What kingdoms airalt her 1 
From the Old, the New shaping, 

Art, ay — a Creator! — 
The Elements' union 

Divides atber rod, 
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With th« heiTlh-fUme she mimics 

The glow ofigad. 
To HesperidiD Islands . 

She seods Ihe ship forlh ; 
ho, the soDlheni fruits leoding 

Their gold to the North '. 
So , this sap wrung From (Ume be 

A symbol-sign atiU , 
OF the woDdere man works wiUi 

The Force ud the Willi 

PEGASUS m HARNESS. 
At Smilhfield* once , as I '?e been lold , 
Or some snch place where beasls are sold , 
A bard , whose bones From flesh were all firee , 
Put Dp for sale Ihe Hnses' palFrej. 
Bis ears how cock'd, his tail how stiff! 
Loud neigh'd Ihe prancing HippogriET. 
The crowd grew large , the crowd grew larger : 
"BjJove, indeed ■ splendid charger! 
"T would suit some coach of stale! — the king's! 
Bnt, blessmysoul, whatfrigbtFul wings! 
Ho doubt ihe breed is might; rare — 
Bnt who would coach 11 through [he airT 
Who 'd trus^hisneck tosachaQferl". — 
loshort, the bard could God no buyer. 

Atlastabrmerpliick'd ap mettle: 
"Let 's see if we tbe thing can settle. 
These nseless wings m J man may lop. 
Or lie down tight — I likeB a crop ! 
T might draw my cart; it seems to bisk It; 
Come, Iweotyponads! — ecod, I'lltiskil." 
I blush lo say the bard consented , 
AndHodgelwarsoffhia prize, conlenlcd. 
• Utcnlli"H«)i>urkel." 
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The noble beul \a in the cirt ; 

Hodgeeries, "Geebup!" and off thej start. 

He scircelj feeU the loadbebiod, 

SkliTE, scours, and scampers like the wind. 

Tbe wings begia for heavea to ilcb , 

The wheels go devilish Dear the ditch ! 

"Soho!" gruDtsHodge, '"tlsmoreibtii&iiinf ; 

1 'te goi a penn'orth for mf monej. 

To-morrow, Iflslill survive, 

I have some score orfolks to drive; — 

The load of five Ibe beast codM drag on; 

I 'U make him leader to the wagon. 

CbolcT and collar wear with time ; 

Tbe livdf rogue is Id bis prime." 

Ail 'swell at first; a famoas Start — 

Wagon and team go like a dart. 

The wheelers' beav; plod bebiud him , 

Buldoubljspe'eds the task tssign'd him; 

Till, with tall crest , he SDaffs tbe heaven, 

BpnrDs the dull road so imoolb and even. 

True the impetuona iostinct to , 

Fl^ld, fen, and bog, he scampers Ibrongb. 

Tbe freozj seems to catch tbe team ; 

Tbe driver logs , (be travellers scream. 

O'er ditch, o'ej' hedge, splash, dash, and crash oo, 

Ne'er farmer flew In snch a fashion. 

At last, ailbaiter'd, bruised, aod broken, 

(Poor Hodge's state may not be spoken ,) 

WagoD, and team, and travellers stop, 

Percb'd on a mountain's steepest top ! 

Exceeding sore , andmnch perpleil, 

"IfegB," the farmer cries, "whatneilT 

This heller^belter sport will never do , 

fiutbreakhiminl 'II fet endeavour to; 

Let 's see if work and starving diet 

Can't tame the monster into qnjet!" 
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Theproofwasmade, andsaveus! iftD 
Thr«e days you 'd seen tbe UppogTilBn , 
YoQ 'd scarce the noble beasl bate known , 
SUrved duly down to skin and bone. 
CriesHodge, rejoiced, "IhaTcitnow, 
Biingout my 01, he goes to plough." 
So said, so done, anddroimielelher, 
■Wing'dborse, slow 01, at plough logelher! 
The DDwiliing griffin strains bis might. 
Oae last strong struggle yet tor flight; 
iDvaia, for welliDuredto labour. 
Plods sober on his heavy neighboor, 
AndTorces, inch by inch, to creep, 
The hoofs that love tbe air to avccp ; 

tfntil , worn out, tbe eye grows dim. 
The sinews fail the founder'd limb , 
Thegod-stecd droops, ^e strife is past, 
He vrilhes amidst the mire at last I 

"Accurscdbruie!" Uie farmer cries; 

And, while he bawls, (he cart-whip plies, 

"All use it seems yon thiok to shirk 

So fierce lo rno — so dull to work [ 

Mj twenty pounds! — Not worth a plo ! 

Confound the rogue who took me in ! " 

He vents his wrath, heplieshis thong, 

'Wheo, lo! there gaily comDS along. 

With looks of light and locks of yellow , 

And lute in hand, a bniom fellow; 

Through the bright clusters of bis hair 

A golden circlet glistens fair. 

"What 's this — a wondrous yoke and pleiSant!" 

Cries out Ihe slraoger lo the peasanl. 

" The bird and oi thas leash'd together — 

Come, prithee, justuobraceihe tedier: 

Bui let me mount him for a minute — 

That beast ! — you 'U see how much is in it." 
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Tha steed releawd — the easy stranger 

Leaps on hU back, md smiles at danger; 

Scarce felt that steed the niaster's rein , 

When all his lire returns again : 

Hb champs the bit — be rears on high , 

Light, UkeasDol, loaks From his eje; 

Changed bom » creature oribe sod, 

Behold the spirit and the god : 

Assweeps the whirlwind, hwTenward springs 

Theanfurrdglorf of his wings. 

Before the eje csn track the Sight, 

Lost in the uure fields of light. 



HEBO AND LEAHDEfi. 
^ Jiallo>. 
[Ve han already lean, in "IhcHing ot PolTcraieg," Schiller's mode 
of dealing with claMlcal tubjccts. In Ibe poems Ibat toUow, derited 
rromaiiniUrKinrcei, the Ume spirit ia maintained. In spile of Hum- 
boldt, weientureto thinkUiat ScbiUercertainl; does DOl narrate Greek 
legends in (he spirit or an iDcleat Greeii. The Gothic leotinienl, ia its 
epical depth and moaratul tenderness, more or teas penadei a!1 that be 
Innilatei from classic fable inlo modeni patbot, Tbe grief of Hero, in 
(he ballad subjoined, louebes c!osely an the lamenlalions of Thtila, in 
"Wallensteln." Tbe Complaintol Geres, embodies Chriiiian Griet and 
Christian Hope. The Trajan Ciismdra ^ipresses ibe moral of Ihe 
Nonbern Faust. Even tbe "Vtelory Peasl" clianges the irbole spirit of 
Homer, on wbom it ii founded, by ihe iclroduction of tbeEtbical 8enti- 
niBDl at the close, borrowed, as a modern would apply what be so bor- 
rows from Ibe maralislag Horace. Nolbing can be more foreign to the 
Hellenic Genius, (it we except ihe very disputable inlenliODcr the Pro- 
metheus"), ibin Ibe interior and typical design which usually eialls eiery 
conception In Scbiiier. But it is perfecil; open to the Modem Poet lo 
treat if ancient legends in the modem spirit. Tbough he selects a Greek 
story, be ia still > modern who narrates — he can oeier make bimself a 
Greek, anf more tban Jscbylus in Ihe "Persn" could make himself a 
Persian. But Ihla is still more the priiilege of the Poet in Nairalive, or 
lyrical compoailiDn, than in tbe Drama, for in Ibe former he does not 
abiDdou his identity, sa in Ibe latter he must — yet even Ibia niul bu 
ill Umiti. Bhakespeare'a itonderful power of self-transfusion bas no 
doubt enabled him, in bis Plays from llDman History, to animate his 
Pbokm ef SeMUer. S 
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diHteteri wilh mneh ot Bomin lite- BdI do dqb cir duIdMId tbit ■ 
KoiniB irould ever b*te vrillen playi, in lh« lean reacmbliDg " Juliui 
Coiar," or "Corlolanua," or "Aolooy md Cleopatn." The Partraiti 
'iDijb« Honun, bui lbc;«n paioMd in the mannor of the GslhiE school. 
The Spirit of antiquity is only io Ibem, iniainueti u the nprotentatioB ot 
Bumin Nature, under certain circuiuitiniiei , is accurately, though 
looiely outlined. When the Poet laisei the dead, itie not to restore, 
but to remodel.] 

Sbe jOQ the towers , tiat, gnjtaicAi, 
Fi^wn through (he sanligfat's liqtiid gold , 

Steep sternly fronting at«epT 
The Hellesponl beneath them svells , 
And rosiiog cleaves the Dardinellts, 

The Rock-Gates of the Deep! 
Hear yon the Sea , \rtiD9e storm; wave, 

FromAsii, Enrope clove in thiinderl 
That sea which rent a Torld, cannbt 

BendLovG from Love asaoder! 

Id Hero's, in Leander's heart , 
Thrills the sweet angaish of the dart 

Whose feather Bies from Love. 
All Hebe's bloom in Hero's cheek — 
And his the hnoter's steps that seek 

Delight, the hills above ! 
Between their sires the rival fend 

Forbids tbeir plighted hearts to meet; 
Love's frniis bang over Danger's golf. 

By danger made more sweet. 

Alone on Seslos' rocky fQwer , 
Where upward sent in stormy shower. 

The whirling waters foam , — 
Alone the maiden sits, and eyes 
Hie eliSs of fair Abjdos rise 

Afar — her lover's home. 
Oh, safely thrown from strand to strand. 

No bridge ctD love to love convey ; 
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No boitmaa shools from jonder shore , 

Yet Lots 1ms loaai the v»j. — 
That Lote , which codM the Labfrinlh pierce — 
TV^ich nerves the weak, aad curbs the fierce , 

Aod wings with wit the dull ; — 
That LoTe which o'er ibe furrow'd Iind 
Bow'd — tame beneath joang Jason's hand — 

The fiery-snorUng Ball t 
Tea, Btyiitsetf, thai □iDe-fotd Bows , 

His Love, the fearless, vea tared o'er. 
And back to daylight bome the bride , 

From Pluto's dreary shore ! 

What marvel then that wind and w«v« , 
Leander doib bvt bacD to brave , 

When Love, that goads hi v, guides I 
Still when the day, withbiDlergUmmer, 
Wanes pale — he leaps, the daring swimmer, 

Amid Ibe darkeniog tides; 
With Inst J arms he cleives the waves , 

And strives Tor that dear strand afiir ; 
Where high from Hero's lonely tower 

Lone Biretms the Beacon-star. 
In vain bis blood the wave may chill , 
niese tender arms can warm it still — 

And, wearyif the way. 
By many a sweet embrace , above 
' All earthly boons — can liberal Love 

The Lover's toil repay , 
Until Aurora breaks the dream , 

And waras the Loiterer to depart — 
Back to the ocean's icy bed , 

Scared fh)m that loving heart. 
So thirty suns have sped iheir Otght — 
Still ID that tbefl of sweet delight 

Einlt the happy pair i 
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Caraas will never pall cness , 

And jojs that gods mlgbteovj, bless 

The single bride-nigbt there. 
Ah! never be has rapture known, 

^'hohasDot, ivhere the waves are diivea 
Upon the fearful shores of Hell , 

Plnck'd fruits that taste of Heaveo ! 
NovcfaaogiDgin their Season are, 
The HorniDg and the Hesper Star ; — 

Nor see those happ; ejes 
The leaves that wilheiiug droop and fall , 
Norhear, when, from its Dorlhern hall, 

The oetghbonring Winler sighs ; 
Or> Iflbejsee, the shortening dajs 

But seem to them to close in kindness ; 
For longer jofs, in leogiheniDg nights , 

They thank the heaven in blindness. 
It is the time, when Night and Day, 
In eqnal scales contend for swa; * — 

Lone, on her rocky Sleep, 
Lingets the girl with wistful ayes 
That watch the sun-steeds down the skies. 

Careen Dg towards the deep. 
Lull'dlaf ttie smooth abd silent sea, 

A mirror in trauslncent cahn , 
The breeze, along that crystal realm, 

Unmnriuaruig , died in balm. 

In vanton swarms and blithe ana j , 
The merr<r dolphins glide and plaj 

Amid the silver waves. 
la gra; and duskf troops are seen , 
The hosts that senre the Ocean-Queen , 

Upborne from coral caves: 
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The J — ool J the J — haye wiiness'd Imt 

To rapture steal its secret tb; : 
And Hecate* seals the onl; lips 

That could the tale betra; ! 
BhemarkslD jo; thelDlUd water, 
AndBestos, thus th; teaderdanghter, 

Son-Dattering, woosthesea! 
"Fair god — and canst tboa then betra;? 
No ! falsehood dwells with them that say 

That falsehood dwells with thee! 
Ah! faithless Is the race or man, 

And harsh a father's heart cao prove ; 
Bat thee, the gentle and the mild , 

The griaf of love cao move ! 
"Within these hated vails of stone. 
Should 1, rq)iDiDg, monrD alone. 

And bit in ceaseless care, 
Bntthon, though o'er th; giant tide , 
Nor bridge may span, nor boat may glide. 

Dost safe my lover bear. 
And darksome Is thy solemn deep , 

And fearful is thy roaring vave ; 
' Bat wave and deep are won by love — 

Thou smilest on the brave 1 
"Norvainly, Sovereign oftheSea, 
Did Eros send his shafts to thee -. 

What lime the Ram of Gold , 
Bright Helle, with her brother bore. 
How stirr'd the waves she wsnder'd o'er, 

Howslirr'd Ihj deeps of old! 
Swift, by the maiden's channs subdued. 

Thou cam'st front onl the gloomy waves , 
And, in thy mighty arms, she sank 

Into thy bridal caves. 

' Decaie, agtheniysieiiDUsGaddeMotNaEare. — Har 
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"A goddess wUfa a god, lokeep 
iDeodless joQth, beneath thedeip. 

Her Bolema ocMD'Courl ! 
And still she smoothes thine iDgrj tides , 
Tomes tii; vild heart , and EnTouiiog guides 

The sailor to Ifae port! 
BeautirulHelle, bright odc, hear 

Thy lone adoring suppliant pray ! 
And guide, goddess — guide mj love 

Along the wonWd way ! " 
How ttriligbt dims the water's flow , 
And Trom the tower, the beacon's glow 

Waves flickering o'er the main. 
Ah , where athwart the dismal streain , 
Shall sbiae the Beacon's raithful beam 

The lover's ejes shall slrain ! 
Hark ! sonnds moan threat'niDg from afar — 

From heaven the blessed stars are gone — 
Mora darkly swells the rising sea — 

The tempest labours on ! 
Along the ocean's bonndless plains 
Lies Night — in torrents rush the rains 

From the dark'bosom'd cloud — 
Bed lightDing skirs (he paotiogair , 
And , loosed from out their rockj lair , 

Sweep all the storms abroad. 
Huge wave ou hnge wave tumbling o'er, 

The yawning gulf is rent asunder , 
And shows, as through an opening pall. 

Grim earth — the ocean under ! 
Poor maiden 1 bootless wail or vow — 
"Have mercy, Jove— ^ be gracious, Thoul 

Dread prayer was mine before! 
What if die gods have heard — and he. 
Lone victim of the stormy sea, 

Now struggles to the shore ! 
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Then '■ not * «ea-bird on the vne — 
Thdt hurrjiog wingi the dkelter seek ; 

The Bloaieet ship titt sionns hive proved , 
Takes retkige in the creek. 

"Ah, slilllbitheirt, whkb oft h«s brsTed 
The danger where the dariag saved , 

Love Inreth o'er the sea; — 
For maof a vow at parting moni , 
That Bought but death shoald bar retnni, 

Breathed those dear lips to me ; 
And whirl'd around, the while Iveep, 

Amid the Blorm that rides the wave , 
The giant gulf is grasping down 

The rash one to the grave 1 

' "False FoDtns! andthecalmlhaU'd, 
Hie awailiog murder dark) j veil'd — 

The lull'd pellucid Dovr , 
The smiles in which thou wert array'd , 
Were but the snares that Love betraj'd 

To tb; lalae realm below ! 
Now in the mldwa; of the main , 

Helnm releotlesslj forbidden. 
Thou loosenest on the path beyond 

The horrors thon badst bidden." 

Land and more loud the tempest raves , 
In thander break the monnlain waves , 

White^oaming on the rock — 
Ho ship that ever swept the deep 
Its ribs orgnaried oak eonid keep 

Unshatter'd b; the shock. 
Dies in the blast the gniding torch 

To light the straggler to the itrand ; 
"T is death to battle with the wave , 

And death no lesa to land ! 
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OnTenus, daughter of the sets. 
She calls the tenpest to appease — 

To each wild-shriek JDg wiod 
Along ibe oceaa-desert borne. 
She T0W9 1 sieer with golden horn — 

Tain vow — relentleaswind! 
On eTcry goddess of the deep. 

On all ibe gods in beaTen that b«. 
She cdls — to soothe in calm , awhile, 

The tempest-laden sea ! 
"Hearken the sngu[sh of my cries! 
From ihj green halls, arise— arise, 

Leucothoe (he divine ! 
Who, in the barren main a6r. 
Oft on the storm-beat mariner 

Dost gentlj-savJng shine, 
Oh, teach to him thy mystic veil, 

To which the drowning clasp may cUng, 
And safely from that maring grave. 

To shore my lover bring!" 
And now the savage winds are hnshing. 
And o'er the arch'd horizon, bloshing. 

Day's chariot gleams on high ! 
Back to their wonted channels roll'd. 
In crystal calm the waves behold — 

Onesmiloonseaandsky! 
AH solUy breaks the rippling tide , 

Low-mnrmnring on the rocky land , 
And playfol wavelets gently Doat 

A Corpse upon the aixflod ! 
T is he .' — who ev'n in death would Still 
Hot bil the sweet tow to fulfil; 

She looks — sees - knows him there! 
From her pale lips no sorrow speaks , 
Mo tears glide down the hneless cheeks , 
Cold — numb'd in her despair 
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She look'd along tlie Bileot deep , 
Sbeloak'dnpaalbebright'QiogheaveD, 

Till [o the marble face the soal 
Ita light sablime had given ! 

"Ye Bolemn Povers mta ibtiaV to name , 
Tour might Is bere, joarrjgblsje claim — 

Tet think not I repine : 
Soon closed my eoum; jetlcanbleH 
, Tbe life tbat brongfat me bappiaess — 

The bireat lot was mine ! 
Living have 1 tbj temple sen'ed , 

Tb; consecrated priestess been — 
U; last gild offering now receive 

Tenns, thou migbtiest queen I " 

Flasb'd the white robe along tbe air, 
And from tbe tower tbat beetled there 

fibespringfinto the wave; 
Hotued from his tbroae bearath tbe waste , 
Those bolf forms tbe god embraced — 

A. god himself theli grave ! 
Pleased with his pre J, he glides along — 

More blithe tbe marmur'd music serans, 
A gnsb from tineibansled urns 

His Everlasting Streams I 



THE PLATING INFAIfT. 

Plat ODtbj mother's bosom. Babe, for Id tbat holj isle 
TbeerrorcannotfiDd thee jet, Ihegrieviug, uorlhe guile; 
Held in tiij mother's arms above Life's dark and troubled wave , 
Thou look^st vitb Ih; fearless smile upon tbe Boating grave. 
Plif, loveliest Innocence 1 — Thee, yet Arcadia circles round, 
AcfaarmMpowerfor thee has set the lists of fairf ground; 
Each gleesome impnlse Hatare now can sanction and belMend , 
Hor to tbat willing heart as yet the Duly and the End. 
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Fla; , for the haggard Labour sood will come to sfltxe its pre;, 
Alas ! wbea Dui j grows tby law — GDiajnniit fades awa;r I 



CASSAMOIU. 
[There it puce belveen Ihe Greeks and I^olao* — AchillM it to wed 
Poljuoi, Priam's daugbler. On eolering Ifae Temple, he is shot Ihrougli 
bi> onlj vulnerable perl by PiHi. — Tbe line of Ibe toUoving Poem it 
during (be joyous prepnltloos for the marrlifre.] 
Ahd mirth was in the halls of Tro]', 

Before her towers and temples fell ; 
High peal'd tbe choral bjmas oFjoj , 

Helodious to Ihe golden shell . 
The weary hiod reposed from slaughter — 

The eje forgot the tear il shed ; 
This dif King Priam's kivel} daughter 

Shall great Pelides wed 1 
Adoro'd with laarei boughs, the; come. 

Crowd after crowd — the wa; divine , 
Where faces are deck'd — for gods the home — 

And te the Thjmbriao's* solemn shrine. 
The wildBacchsDlicJoj is madd'ning 

Theihoughtlesahnst, the fearless gaest ; 
And there, tbe unheeded heart is sadd'oing 

One solitary breast I 
Uojofous in the joyful throng, 

Alone, and lintlog life with none, 
Apollo's laurel groves among. 

The still Cassandra wander'd on '. 
Into the forest's deep recesses 

The solemn Prop bet-Maiden pass'd , 
And, scornful, from her loosen'd tresses. 

The sacred fillet cast! 



"ToaU, its arms doth Mirth unfold, 
And every heart foregoes its cares — 
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And Hope is bnsy in the old — 

Tbe bridal-robe mf sister wtin — 
Andlalone, alone imveepiDg; 

Tbe sweet delusion mocks not me — 
Arouad tbese walls destnictioa sweeping, 

Hore near and oeir I see ! 
"A torch before mj vision glowB, 

BatDotinHjmea'eluDd it shines, 
A Dhidb that to the welkin goes , 

But not from holy offer! Dg-shrines; 
Glad bands the banijaet are preparing. 

And near, and nearlhe halls of sUte 
I hear the God that comes uospariog, 

I hear tbe steps of Fate. 
" And men mj prophet-wail deride ! 

Tbe solemn sorrow dies iD^coni; 
- Andlonelf in the waste, thide 

The tortured heart that would forewani. 
Amidst the bappf, unregarded, 

Mock'd bj their fearful joy , Ittod; 
Oh, dark to me the lot awarded, 

'Fhon evil Pjthian god ! 
"Thineoracle, iDvaintobe, 

Oh, wherefore ami thus consign'd 
With ejes that ererrtnitb must see. 

Lone in (be Cit; of the Blind? 
Cursed with the anguish of a power 

To Tiew the fates I maf not thrall, 
Tbe hovering tempest still most lower — 

The horror must befall! 
"Boots it ^e veil to lift, and give 

To sight the frowning fates beoeithf 
For error is the life we live , 

And, Oh, OUT knowledge is bat death! 
Take back the clear and awful mirror, 

Shnt froiB mine ejes the bloed-red ^are ; 
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Tbj trath is bul » gift of terror 

WbeD mortal lips declare. 
"Mj blindness gl?e to me oace more* — 

The g»j dim senses that rejoice f 
Tbe PesCs delighted songs iire o'er 

For lips that speak a Prophet's Toice. 
To me theJkUurv ihou bast granted ; 

I miss t/u tnommt from the cbaio — 
The happj Freseal-Hour enchaated ! 

Take luck tb; gift again ! 
"Ne^er for me the nnptial wreath 

The odoor-brealbing hair shall twine ; 
Mj beavj heart is bow'd beaeatb 

The serriee of thy dreary shrine. 
Mj jonth was but by tears corroded , — 

My sole ramiliar is my pain , 
Each coming ill my heart foreboded. 

And felt it first — In vain ! 
"How cbeerly sporu tbe careless mirth , — 

The life that loves , eronndlsee; 
Fair youth to pleasant thoughts gives birth— , 

The heart is only sad to me. 
Not for mine eyes the young spring gkiwetb, 

When earth her happy feast-day keeps; 
The charm of life who ever kooweth 

That looks into the deeps T 
" Wrapt in thy bliss, mysister, thine 

The heart's inebriate raptnre-spriogs; — 
Longing with bridal arms to twine 

The bravest of the Grecian kings. 

Higli swells the joyous hosom, seeming 

Too narrow for its world of love , 

iefOTCTf«.VIT.H'"'" "TS Hoffmeiiler truly, "Schiller e«lM Weal Be- 

ri«iou,ofwori.lyUuee.. CbVCr^'JC^'eSc/oTt^:.; T'"' "" 
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Nor envies, fnits heaven of draMniDg, 

Hie hetiTen of gods above ! 
" I too might kaoir the soft coQlroul 

OruneUielongingbearlcoald choose, 
With look which love iDumes vith sonl — 

The took that supplicates and woos. 
Aod sweet vilb Urn, where love presiding 

Prepares onr hearth , to go -^ but, dim, 
A Stjgiia shadow, nightly glidiog. 

Stalks between me and him ! 
" Forth from Ibe grim fanereal sfapre , 

The Hell-Queen sends her ghastly bands; 
Where'er I turn — behind — before — 

Dumb in my path — a Spectre staadsl 
Wherever fa jliest , yoath asseiobles — 

I see Ihe shades in horror clad , 
Amidst Hell's ghastly People bembles 

One soul for ever sad ! 
"I see the steel of Murder gleam — 

I see the Murderer's glowing eyes — 
To right — to [ell, one gory stream — 

One circling fate — my Digbt deGes ! 
I may not tnra my gaze — all seeing. 

Foreknowing all, Idomblystand — 
To^lose in blood my ghastly being 

In Ihe far strangers* land ! " 
HaAI while the sad sounds marmur round , 

HariL, from the Temple-porch, theories! — 
Awild, confused, tumultuoassoutidt — 

Dead the divine Pelides lies ! 
Grim Discord rears her snakes devonring — 

The last departing god halh gone ! 
And, womb'd in cloud, thelhuuder, lowering. 

Hangs black on Dion. 
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NoTi. — UpoD tkii poem, MkUdm da SUEl bAm ibt toUowiDg 
juil lod itriking criliclam. — L'AHaiiapu, Pirt. II. o. U. "Oneieci 
in this ode, the tuns inflicted on ■ morlal by the prescieDce of a god. If 
Dol the grief ot the Prophetess that ot all wba possei* a luperiot in- 
tellect with an impaiiioned heart? Under i thape whollf poetic, Schil- 
ler faai embodied an Idea grandl; moral — lii., that the true genius 
(thai ol (he leatiment) la a Ticlim lo iuelf , eren nhen spared b; olheri. 
There are no nuptials lor Cauandra: not that she is laa«aiible— sot 
that she Is dlsdaioed , but the clear penelralion a( her soul passes in an 
instant both llFe and death, and can aoljr repose inQeaieo." 



THE TICTOai FEAST. 
[In this Liric, Bchiller bad a notion ot raising the papular social 
long From the piosaie vulgariij oommon lo It — into ahlgber and mere 
epic dignity.] 

TassUtelj vails of Troy hidranken. 

Her towers and temples strew'd Ibe soH ; 
ThesoQsorHcllas, Tictorj-dmnkeD, 

Bichlj laden willi tbe spoil. 
Are on their lofij barks redia'd 

Along the HellespoQlioe slraod ; , 

A gleesome freight the favonring wind 

Shall bear lo Greece's glorious land ; 

And gleesomo chaiuit the choral slraio , 
As towards the household altars, dow. 
Each bark inclines the painted prow — • 

For Home shall smile again ! 
And there the Trojan women, weepii^, 

Sil raagfd in menj a leDgtfa'oiDg row ; 
Tbeit heedless locks, disbevell'd, sweeping 

Adown the wen cheeks worn with woe. 

No fcsUVe sounds Ibat peal along, 
7Aetr monmrol dirge can overwhelm ; 

Through hjmns ofjoj one aorrowing song 
Commingled, wails the roin'd realm. 

"Farewell, beloved shores!" It said, 
■ > From home afar behold as lorn , 
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Bj fonijD lonlt as captiTM borne ~ 

Ah, happ J an the Dead I " 
AndCclchas, vhile the attars blaze. 

Invokes ihe high gods to their feast ! 
On Fallas , mighty or to raise 

Or shatter cities, calt'd the Priest ~ 
And Him, who wreathes around the land 

The girdle of his watery world , 
And Zens, from whose almighty hand 

The terror and the boll are bnrl'd. 

SDCcess at last awards the crown — 
The long and weary war is past; 
Time's destined circle ends at last — 

And fall'n the Mighty Town ! 
The Son of AtretiB, king of men, 

Themnsterofthebostssurvey'd, - 
How dwindled from the thansands, when 

Along Seamander first array'd! 
With sorrow and the cloudy thonght. 

The Great King's stately look grew dim — 
Ofall the hosts to nioQ brought. 

How few to Greece retnrD with him ! 

Slillletlhesong to gladness call. 
For dkose who yet their home shall greet ! — 
For them the blooming life Is sweel : 

BeturnisQot forill! 
Nor all who reach their natiTt land 

Uayioog the joy of welcome feel — 
Beside the honsehold gods may stand 

Grim Murther with awaitiog steel ; 
Andtfaeywho'seapethefoe, maydte 

Beneath the fool familiar glaive. 
Itus He* to whose prophetic eye 

Her light the wise Minerva gave : — 



"Abl blett wlii>M bearth , tomtmorf true. 
The godden keeps DnsUin'd and pare — 
(For womin's gnile is deep and sure_^ 

And Falsehood loves the Nev ! " 

The Spartaa eyes his Helea'a charms, 

B J Ihe best blood of Greece recapmred ; 
Bound that fair form bis glowing arms — 

(A second bridal) -- vreatbe enraptored. 
"Woe waits the work of evil birth — . 

Beveoge to deeds unblest is given ! 
For watchful o'er ihe things of earth. 

The eternal CouDcil-Halls of Heaven. 

Tes , ill shall ever ill repaj — 

Jove to the impions hands that stain 
TheAltarofMsD'sHearth, again 

The doomer's doom shall weigh ! " 

"Wellthej, reserved forjojto-daj," 
' Cried out Oileus' valiant son, 
"JHaf land the favouring gods who swaj 

Onr earth, their easj' thrones npon; 
With careless hands the; mete our doom , 

Our woe or weirareHatard gives — 
Patroclus slnmbers in the tomb , 

And all unhanu'd Thersites lives. 
IfFate, then, showers wilbont a choice 

The lots of luck and life on all , 

Let him on whom the prize majr bll , — 
Let him who lives — rejoice! 

"Yes, war will still devour the best 1 — 
Brother, remember'dinlhishour! 

Hts shade should be in fusts ■ guest, 
Whose form was in the strife a tower ! 

What time our &hips the Trojan fired , 
Thioe arm to Greece the safelf gave — 
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The prize lo vblcb lb; sool isplrcd , 
Hie craRj wrested fram tbe brare. * 
Peace to tbiae e»w-holy rest — 
Not (bine lo fail before tbe foe ! 
AjaialoneUid Ajailov: 
Ab — wrath deslrojslbe best!" 
To hit dead sire — (the Dorian king) — 

Tbe bright-hair'dPjrrhDS** pours the wine: — 
" O'er BTCTj lot that life can bring, 

H;aoal, great father, prizes tbine. 
Whate'ertbegoodsof earth, ofall, 

The highest and the holiest — FahiI 
For when Ibe Form in dasi shall fall , 
O'er dnst trlamphiQt lives tbe Kame! 
Brave Han, IhjUghtof glory never 
Shall fade , while song to nun shall latl ; 
The Living soon from earth are pasa'd , 
'ThbDkad — bmddmfobstbrI'" 
" Sioce all «re mnlB to monm and praise 

loTiclory'shonr, the vanquish'd Man ^ 
Be mine at least one voice to raise 

For Hector," Tjdens' bod began: 
"A Tower before his native town ; 

Be stood — and fell as fall the brave. 
Tbe conqueror wins the brighter crown , 
Hie conqner'd has the nobler grave 1 
He who brave life shall bravel; close. 
For Home and Hearth , and Altar slain , 
If moarn'dbj Friends, shall glory gain 
Ontof the lips of Foes!" 
* Need weiiT to the general reader, (hat allaalan i> here made to 
Ibe ilrire between Ajai and Ulytiet, wbieh bu fumitbed a eubjecl to the 
Greek iragiopoet, who bas depicted, more strikinglf tbaa any bistoriao, 
thai inlensB emulation foi glory, and Ibat mortal agony ia defeat, whicb 
canstlluled Ibe main secret of tbe prodigioas enFrsy ot ibe Greek cba- 
raelerf The Tragic poet, in taking hla hero from the Horaerie age, 
endowed him with Ibe feelings of the Alheniao republicaiu he addresied. 
'• Neop(oIemu«,lbeioaotAcbllles. 
Patmi of Schilhr. J 



La, Nestor DOW, whose slaieij age 

ThraDgh Uircefold lives of mortals lives ! — 
Thelaorel'dbowl, thekioglyMge 

Td Hector's tearful mother gives. 
"Drinli — in the draugbtDeir strength Is glowing. 

The giiefitbatbes forget! the smart! 
Bacchus! woDd'rooa boons bestowing. 

Oh how thj balsam heals the heart ! 

Drink In the draught newigoargloTeth, 
Thegrief it bathes forgets the smart — 
And balsam to the breaking beart, 

The bealiog god bestowetb. 
"AsNiobe, when weeping mute. 

To angry gods the scorn and prej. 
But tasted of the cbarmid fruit, 

And cast despair itself away ; 
So, while unto thy lips, itsshore. 

This stream oflife enchanted flows , 
Remember'd grief , that stnng before, 

Sinks down to Letb^'s calm repose. 

So, wbileunto thy lips, itsshore, 
The stream oflife enchanted flows — 
Drown'd deep !□ Lctbi's calm repose. 

The grieflhatsinog before!" 
Seized b; the god, behold the dark 

And dreaming prophetess arise. 
She gazes from the lofly Bark 

Where Home's dim vapours wrap Ifae diies — 
"Aviponrall of human bird) 

Like mists ascending, seen and gone. 
So fade Earth's great ones from the Earth 

And leave the diangeless gods alone. 

Behind the steed that skit? awaj' ; 
And on the gallej's deck — ^ts Care , 
To-morrow comes, and we are wfaereT 

At least we '11 live lo-daj ! " 
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THE CRANES OF IBTCU9, 
FaoMRhegium [0 tfaelsthmos, long 
Hallow'd to steeds and glorious song, 
Whera, liok'd awhile ia holy peace, . 
Heel all (be sons of martial Greece — 
Wends Ibjcus — whose lips the sweet 

And eTet-yonaf Apollo fires; 
The staff supports the wanderer's feet — 

The God the Poet's son) insplresi 
SooD from the mouutain-ridges high, 
The tower-crowu'd Corioih greets his eye ; 
Id Neptoee's groyes or darksome piue , 
He (reads with shadderjng awe divine ; 
Nongbt lives ironnd bim, save a swarm 

OrCHAKKB, that siillpnrsaed his way — 
Lnredby the South, they wheel and form 

Id ominons gronps their wild array. 
ADd<>Hail! beloved Birds I" be cried; 
" My comrades on (he ocean tide , 
Snre signs of good ye bode to me; 
Our lots alike would seem to be ; 
From far, logelber borne , wegreet 

Ashelternowi^om toll and danger; 
Aad may the friendly hearts we meet 

Preserve from every 111 — the Stranger ! " 
His step more light , his heart more gay , 
Along die mid'Wood winds his way , 
Wbeu, where (he path the thickets close. 
Burst sudden forth two rulSan foes; 
Now strife to strife, and foot to foot! 

Ah! weary sinks the gentle hand; 
The gentle hand that wakes the late 

Has leara'd no lore that gnides the brBnd. 
He calls on men and Gods — in vain ! 
His cries no blest deliverer gain ; 



cCoogk 



100 

Feebler ind fainter growl tbe Maud , 
And still the deaf life slDmbers round — 
' ' Id [be far land 1 fall roreaken , 

Unveptaod unregarded, here; 
B J death from caitflTbands o'eriakeu , 

Nor ct'd one late avenger near! " 

Down to the earth tbe deatb^troke bore him — 
Hark, where the Cranes wheel dismal o'er bin! 
He hears, as dariiness veils his ejrei , 
Near, in hoarse croak , their dirgelike crieg. 
" Ye whose wild wings above me hover , 

(Since never voice, save joars alone , 
The deed ean (ell) — the band discover — 

Avenge ! '-' — He spoke , and life was goae> 

Naked and maim'd the corpse was foond — 
And, still (brongh many a mBDgling wound , 
The sad Corinthian Host conld trace 
The loved — too well'remember'd bee. 
" And ihnst I meet thee tbns once moret 

Who hoped with wreaths of holy pine. 
Bright with new Eune — the viclorj o'er — 

Tbe Singer's temples to entwine ! " 

And loud lamented everf guest 
Who held the Sea-God's solemn feast — 
As in a single heart prevailing , 
Tbronghout all Hellas went the wailing. 
Wild to tbe Coancil Hall Ihej ran — 

In thunder msb'd the threat'ning Flood — 
" Bevenge shall right the nonrder'd man , 
' The last atonement — blood for blood ! " 

Yet 'mid the throng the Isthmus claims. 
Lured by tbe Sea-God's glorious games — 
The mighty muj-Dalion'd throng — 
How track the hand Out vrougbt the wrongi — 
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How gaeu ir thit dread deed wera ioat , 

BTralSuilMiMls, orsecretfom? 
He who sees sU oa earth — the Sun — 

Alone the gloomy secret knows. 
PerchtDce he treads in ureless peace, 
Amidst jonr Sods, assembled Greece — 
Hears vith a smile revenge decreed— 
Gloats with fell jo; npoo the deed — 
His steps Uie aveogiDg gods majr mock 

Within the Terf Temple's wall , 
Or mingle with the crowds that Dock 

To jonder solemn sceoic* iull. 
Wedg'ddose, and serried, swarms the crowd — 
Beneath the weight the walte are boVd — 
Thitherwards streaming br, and wide, 
Broad Hellas Qows in mingled tide — 
A tide like that which hesTCB (he deep 

WhenhoUow-sonnding, shoreward driveit; 
On, waTeonwave, the thousands sweep 

Tit] arching, row on row, to heaven! 
The tribes, the nations, who shall name. 
That gnesl-like , thereassembledcamet 
From Thesens' town, ft«m Anlis' strand — 
TromPhocis, (him the Spartans' land — 
From Asia's wave-divided clime , 

The Isles that gem the iGgaan Sea, 
To hearken on that Stage Sublime, 

The Dark Choir's monmAil melod; ! 
Tnie to the awful rites of old , 
In long and measured strides, behold 
The Choms from the hinder ground , 
Face the T«st circle's solemn round. 
So (his World's women never strode , 

Their race from Mortals ne'er began , 

• The theatre. 
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Gigaalic, rrom their grim abode, 
Thej tower above th« Sods of Usd ! 

Across their loins the dirk robe clingiog, 
Id lleshless hands the torches swlDgiog, 
Now to aod Tro , with darif red glow — 
Noblood that lives the dead cheeks Udow! 
Where Qow the locks that woo to love 

On hMman temples — ghastly dwell 
The serpents, coil'd the brow above , 

And (he greeo asps with poison swell. 

Thnacircling, horrible, wiLhin 
That quice — dotb their dark hjma begio , 
And round the sinner as thej go , 
Cleave to the heart their words of woe. 
Dismally wails , the senses cbilllng, 

ThehyoiQ — the Furies' solemn song; 
And froze the very marrow Ihriliing 

As roll'd the gloom j sounds along. 

' ' And weal to him — from crime secure — 
Who keeps his soni as childhood's pare ; 
Life's path be roves, a wanderer free — 
We near him not — The AvENSBfts, W«! 
Bnt woe to him for vhova we weave 

The doom for deeds tbalEfann the light: 
Fast to the murderer's feet we cleave , 

The fearful Daughters of the Night. 

"And deems he Qight IVom as can hide him? 
Still on dark wings We sail beside him ! 
The mnrderer's feet the snare enthralls — 
Orsoonorlale, to earth he falls! 
Untiring, honndingon, wego; 

For blood can do remorse aCooe ! 
Od, ever — to the Shades below , 

And there — we grasp him , still our owo 1 " 
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Sosioging, tbefrslowdancc tbcj wnaihe, 
Aod stillness , liLeasllenldeatb, 
Heavily there l«; cold and drear , 
As if ibe Godhead's self were near. 
Then, true tolbaseslfangeiilesofold, 

PacJDf the circle's soleioD round. 
In loDg and measDred strides — behold , 

The; vanish la the hinder gronnd I 

Confiised and doubtful — halrbetweeu 
The solemn trath and phintom aceae , 
The croud rerere the Power, presiding 
O'er secret deeds, to jnsiice goidiug — 
The Unfathom'd and iDSCmUbla 

Bj whom the web of doom is spun; 
Whose ^adows in the deep heart dwell , 

Whose form is seeo not in the sud ! 

Inst then, amidst the bigbesl tier. 
Breaks forth a voice that surts the ear; 
" See there — see there , TimoUieas; 
Behold the Cranes of Ibjcas!" 
A sodden darkness wraps the sk} ; 

Above the rooDess buildiDg hover 
Dusk, swarmingwings; and heavily 

Sweep the slow Cranes — hoarse-mnrmnriDg, t 

"Of Ibycus?" — that name so dear 
Thrills through (be hearts of those who hear ! 
Like wave on ware tu eager seas , 
From mouth to mouth the murmur Sees — 
"Oflbycas, whom webewail? 

Themurder'done! What mean Ibose words? 
Who is Ibe man — knows he tb^ tale? 

Wby link that name with those wild birds?" 

Qaeslions on questions louder press — 
Like lightning HicB the inspiring guess — 
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Leaps every burl — *'The tnilh wewln; 
Yoor might is here, Euhknidbb! 
The murderer yields hiroself eanfest — 

Veogeauce is near — that voice ihe lokeo — 
Ho ! — him wbo yoader spoke , arrest I — 

And him U> whom the words were spoken I " 

Scarce bid the wretch the words let fall , 
Than fain (heir Beose he would recall. 
In vain; those wbilcning lips, behold! 
The secret have already told. 
iDto their Judgment Court snbliroe 

The Sceae is ebaoged ; — their doom is seal'd ! 
Behold the dark UDwilDess'd Crime, 

Strnck by the Ught'ning that reveal'd ! 



The principal aenrcetirbence Schiller bia tak«a the stor; of Ibyeui 
(which was well known to (he aDcienla, and iadeed gire rlaeto a proverb) 
■re Suidas and Plutarch. Ibycus is said bj some to have been the In- 
lentor of the Samhuci or triangular Citheia. We must obserie , bOW- 
' eier — (though erudile invesligalion on such a subject were misplaeed 
here,) thai Athennus andStrabo consider the Ssmbnca loha<e ariginaled 
with the Syrians, and this supposition is rendered the moro probable by 
Ihesimilarilyof the Greek word with Ihe Hebrew, which In otir received 
translation of the Bible is rendered by the word Sackbut. Ths ule. Id 
its leading incidents, Is told very falthfuIlT by Schiller: it li the moral, 
or inteiiar meaning, which be has heightened and ideiliied. Plutacch is 
conleoled to draw from the alory a moral against loqaaelty. "It was 
not," says be, " tbe Crane* that betrayed the Munlerers, but their own 
(armlity." With Schiller the garrulity is produced by the surprise at the 
CoBsclence, which bas been awakened by the Apparition and Song of the 
Furiea. His own eonceptioni as to the elTect he desired to create are ad- 
mirable. "It is not precisely that the Hjmn oF the Furies" (remarks the 
poet) "baa roused the remorse or the murderer, whose eiclaination be- 
trays himself and bit accomplice; ibat was not my meaning — but it has 
reminded him of bis deed: his sense Is struck with it. In this monianl 
the appearance of the Cranes must take him by surprise; he ii a nide, 
dull churl . over whom the Impulse of tbe moment has all power. His 
loudeidamalioaisoaturaliBindioircnmitancet." "That he feels no 
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gretl Tflmone, tn Ibii IboDgblleii sicUmitian , [a iridml bj Ibe qaick, 
mippish oiture of It: — 'Sea tbere, tw there 1' Ac" — "In an; other 
lUleofmind," obsenes HoITiiieiBter, " peihipi the Andienee might sot 
biie atlended lo this ejaculation — but al ihit momeot of deep inward 
emotion, produced by tbe repreaentalion of (he fsarfnlGoddeiiei, and 
an eicllad belief in tbetr might, the nameot the newlj-murdered man 
must haie alruck them a> the ler; mice of Fate, in which (he apeaker 
betrayed himaelf." — In fad (he poem ia an illuflralian of SchiUei'a own 
lineain "The Artiatt," wrillen eight yean before: ~ 

"Here aecret Murdn, pale and ahndderiag, aeei 
Sweep o'er the (Uge Uie alcrn Eumenidea; 
Owna, where law fills , what powers lo art belong. 
And, icreened from Jnatlce, unds its doom In aongl" 

In the foregoing ballad Poiibt (thatii, the Dirge and dramalie re- 
preienlalion of tbe Furtet) acta donbly— flrst on the Hnrderer, neil oa 
the Audience; il auipriiea the one Into aclf-belrayal , it preparei In the 
olbcr thai atale of mind In which, •< by ■ ditipe Inalincl, the quick per- 
c^tion aelies upon Itae Irolh. In thij doable effect ia nobly typiBed the 
power of Poetry on the Indiildaal and on (he multitude. RlgbUy did 
Schiller reaolve lo diacard tnm bta deiign wbalercr might aeem lo par- 
take of marrelloui or anpernatnral inUrpoilUon. The appearance of Ihe 
Cranes i| purely accidental. . . ■ Whale*er la of diviner agency In the 
puniibment of crime ia found nol In tbe outer eircumstancei , but in Ibe 
heart within — the true realm in which the gods work Lhelr miracles. As 
it bu been finely said — " The bad conscience (in Ihe Criminal) it lu 
ownHemesia, the good eonselenee In the Uany — the ludienee— drags 
■I once (he bad before iu forum and adjudges ii." The history of the 
composition ot Ibla Poem affords an JnBtinoe of the eiqiitsltc trl of 
Goelbc, to wbieb it is largely indebted. In the Brel sketch ot the ballad, 
It vaa only one Cnne thai (lew over Ibycus at Ihe lime be was murdered, 
and moreover Ibis was only mentioned al ibe end of the piece. Bui 
Goethe suggested the enlargement ol Ibis leading incident^ inlo "the 
long and broad phenomenon" of Ihe swarm of Cranes, corresponding in 
aeme degree with Ibe long and ample pageant ot the Furies. Schiller al 
once perceived how not only the truthtulness, but the grandeur, of his 
pldure was heightened by Ibis simple alleriUon. . . . Aecording lo 
Goethe's suggestions, the swirm ot Cranes were oowinlrodueed as Ihe 

companions of Ibyeu* in his voyage The fine analogy between Ihe 

human wanderer and his winged companions, each seeking a roieign 
land, was dimly oullined. . . . And Ihe generous crilidsm of the one 
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n fluBf gire It! preiMt fnllnMi ind baiDlj M the mirtapicee of 
alhcT. — 8(* Goallki-i Ccne^mdaut uith SeluHtr. Otf- 
Uut. Himith: 



IRE HOSTAGE. 

The tyrant Dionys 1« seek , 

SterQ Hcerns vilh bis pootard crept; 

The waichrnl guards upoD him swept; 
The grim kiog mark'd bis changeless cheak : 
"Whatwouldstlbouvllbtby poniard? Speakl" 
"Thecitjfrom the lyraDt free!" — 
" The dcaUi-cross shall Iby guerdan be." 
"1 am prepared for death, norpray," 

BepEied that haughty mao, "tolive; 

Enough, ifttaouonegrace villgi?e: 
For three briersuns the death delay 
To wed my sister — leagaesaway; 
I boast one friend whose lifb for nine , 
Iflshould fail the cross, is Ihioe." 
The tyraDt mused , — and smii'd , — lod said 

Withgloomycraft, "Solelilbe; 

Three days I will vouchssfe to thee. 
Butmark — If, when the time be sped. 
Thou fail'st — thy Enrely dies instead. 
His life shall buy thine own release ; 
Thy guilt atoned , my wrath shall cease." 
He Boagbl his friend — "The king's decree 

Ordains my lire the cross upon 

Shall pa; the deed I would have done ; 
Tel grants three days' delay to me , 
My sister's marriage-rites to see ; 
IftboD, Ihehostage, wiltremain 
Till 1 '— set free — return again I " 
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His friflod embraced — No word he stii , 
But silCDl to Ihe tyrtDt strode — 
The olber veot npoa his road. 
En the third sun In heaven was red , 
The rite was o'er, the sister wed; 
Asdback, withaniiaDsheartanqnailiDg, 
He hastes to hold the pledge nnfaJling. 

Down the great raios nnendiogbDre, 
Down from the hills the torrents rnsh'd , 
Id one broad stream the brooklets gosb'd. 
The wanderer balls beside the shore , 
The bridge waa swept the tides before — 
The sbaltsr'd arches o'er and under 
Went the tumullaotu waves in thunder. 

Dismay'd, he lake* hla Idle stand — 
Dismaj'd, besLrajiaod shoDtSBrooad; 
His voice awake* no answering loand. 
No boat will leave ibc sheltering strand , 
To bear him lo the wish'd-for land ; 
No boatman will DeiUi's pilot be ; 
The wild strsBDi i^tbers to a sea ! 
Sunk bj the banks , awhile he weeps , 
Then raised bleanna to Jove, and cried, 
"Stajtboa, ohsla; themadd'oiDglidel 
UidWBj behold the swift sno sweeps, 
A.ad, ere he sinksadowD Ihe deeps, 
in should Dill, his beams will see 
Mj Mead's last aoguisb — slain for me I " 
MoieSeTceitmns, more broad it flows, 
And weve on wave encceeds and dies — 
And hour on hour remorselesi flies ; 
Despair at last to daring grows — 
Amidst the flood his Torm he throws; 
With vigoTons arms Ihe roaring waves 
Cleaves — and a God that pities, saves. 
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He vlns the bank — he Koan IIh alnnd , 
He thanks the God in bruAleis pnjer; 
When from the forest's gloomy lair. 
With ragged etnh in niIh|MB hand , 
And breithJQg murder — rosh'd the baod 
That And, ia woods, their stTage dea , 
And savage pre j Id vioderiDg meo. 

"What," criedhe. pale with generoas fear; 
" Whal ihiok to gain je bj the sthfel 
All 1 bear with me Is my life — 

I take it to the Ejng!" — and here 

Hesoalch'd ^ecluh from him mosl near; 

Andlhricebesmote, and thrice his blows 

Dealt death — before lilm Qy ihc foes 1 

Th« sun is glowing as a brand ; 
And fainthefore the parching heal, 
The strength forsakes the feeble feet: 

"ThoQ bast saved rae from Uie robbers' hand. 

Through wild Ooods given the blessed land ; 

And shall the weak limbs foil me now ? 

Aadhal — Divine one, nerve me, Ibon! 

Harkl like some gracious mannnr by, 
Babbles low mnsic, silver^clear — 
Thewandererholds his breath to hear; 

And from ibe rock , before his eje , 

Laogfas forth the spring delightedly ; 

How the sweet waves he bends him o'er , 

And the sweet waves bis strength restore. 

Throngfa the green bonghs the sun gleams dying, 
O'er Belds that drink the rosy beam. 
The trees' huge shadows giant seem. 

Two strangers on the road are hieing ; 

AndasiheyQeet beside him flying, 

These mntter'd words bis ear dismay: 

"Now — DOW the cross has clalm'd lis prey!" 
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Despair faU wlngtd pub pniun , 
The aoiloDa lerrore hoand him on — 
There, redd'ningio thBeTentogsuD, 

fnmSn, the domesofSjraeaMl — 

When towards hiia come* FhiiostraloB, 

(His leal and Iroslj faerdsmaD be,) 

Aod to the maWr benda hie knee. 

"Back — tbon canst aid thy fiieDd DO mora , 
The niggard time already flown — 
Bis life is forfeit — save thioe own! 

Hoor after boar in hope he bore , 

Normighthis soul its faith give o'er; 

Nor conld ihe lyraot's scom deriding, 

Slealfrom that faith one thonghlcoafldlog!" 

" Too late I what horror hast thon spoken I 
Vain life, since iteanDbtreqaile him! 
Bnidealb with me can jet anile him; 

No boast the tyrant's scom shall make — 

How friend to friend can hilb foraake. 

Bnl i^am tbe doable-dealh ahall know, 

"Wiat Tmth and LoTe yei live below I "* 

The Bun sinks dowa — the gale 'a In view. 
The cross looms dismal on the groand — 
The eager crowd gipe mnrmOTlng round. 

His friend is bound (he cross nnto . . . 

Crowd — guards — ail-bars [s he breathless Ihrongli : 

"Uel Doomsman, me!" beshouls, "alone! 

His life Is rescned — lo , mine own 1 " 

Amaiemenl seized Ihe circling ring ! 
Link'd in each other's arms Ihe pair — 
Weeping for joy — yel anguish there 1 
Hoist every eye that gazed ; — they hriog 
The wond'rona tidings to the king — 
His breast Uan's heart at last hath known. 
And the Friends stand before his throne. 
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Loogsileot, he, ladwoiideriiiBloiig, 
Goi'doD the Pair — "la peace depart, 
Victors, jebaTeBoiidiiediii; heart! 

TmUi is no dream ! — its power )b strong. 

Give grace la Bias who owns his wrong! 

'TUmineyoursQppiiintDOW tobs, 

Ah, letthebindofLove — beTKKBBl" 



Tbii 11017, li>B beroea of wbicfa ire mare popularl; known to u* 
aader (be nimei at Damon and Pjtbiai, [or FAi'hI jai) , SehilleT look 
from Bjgiaui , In wbom tbe friendi are called Uceru) aad Sellonntiai. 
Scblller b« tomewhal ampIiBed the incidents in tbe original , in which 
tbe delaj at Hanu ii occiaioned onlj by tbe swollen ilream — the 
other hiodrancei an of 8«hiUec'a Iniention. Tbe lubject, like "Tbe 
Ring arPolTCratea," does not admit of that rich poetry of deieriplion wilb 
wbieb our aulhor uauillf adonu some single paiiage in his narriiiiea. 
Tbe poetic spirit is rather shoirn in the terse breviijr with which picture 
afterpictore Is not onlTsketcbed.bal finished— and in tbe greallhoughl 
at tbe close. Stltl !l ii not one o[ Scbiller'a best baltadi. His additions to 
the ori|[in«l glory are not happy. The Incident ot tbe Bobbers Is cem- 
nicnplaee and poor. The delay occasioned by tbe Itaint at Horus is 
clearly open to Goethe's objeclioa, (an objection showing very nice per- 
ception ot DBlure) — that eitieme thirst was not likely to happen to a 
man who had lately passed tfaniugb a slream, on an rainy day, and 
wbose clothes must have been saturated with molslnre — nor in the tra- 
veller's preoccupied sute oFmiod, is it probable that he woold haie ao 
much (ell ihe mere physical waoL With less reason hat it been urged 
by other CrlUca, that Ihe sudden relenting ot Ihe Tyrant is conlrary to 
his character. Tbe Tyrant here has no individual character at lU. He 
is the mere penonatlon of Disbeliet in Truth and Love — which the 
speeltele ot sublime aelt-abneigatioa at once conrerts. in this idea tie* 
the deep Philosophical Truth, which redeems all tbe defects ot the piece 
— for Poetry, in Its highest torm, is merely this — "Truth made 
beanllful." 
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THE COMPLAINT OF GEBES. 

It mai' be icaroely Decesiarj lo irest, boweverbrieflj, at the my- 
thoIogiCBl legend on uliich this eiquliili elegj fa founded ; yet we ven- 
ture 10 do 10 ruber tfaan that Uie forgetlulnets of Ibe reader sbould mi- 
lilale against bis enjoyment of ibe poem. Proserpine, according la ifae 
Homeride (for (be itary Is nol wilboul ^aTlalions), nben gatbering 
flowera irilh Ibe Ocean Nympb), » carried olT by Aidoneni, or Plulo. 
Her molber, Ceiei, wanders overtbe eartb for berin Tain, and refutei 
to return to HeaveB lill her daughter is reiloreil lo her. Finally, Jupiter 
coiomisgions Hermes to persuade Flulo to render up his bride, who 
rejoins Ceres at Eleuiis, UnForluoalely she has swallowed a pomegra- 
nal« seed in the Shades below, and is thus mysteriously dDomed to 
spend one-third of the year with her husband in Hades, though for the 
remainder of Ihe year she is permitted to dnell with Ceres and the Gods. 
Tbis is one of the very few mythological fables of Oreece which can be 
safely inlerpreled into an Allegory. Proserpine denotes the seed corn 
one-third of (he year below Ihe earth; two-thirds [Ibat is, dating from 
(he appearance of (be ear) above ii. Schiller has treated this story with 
admirable and arlislic beauty; and. by an alteration in Its symbolical 
cbaraoler, has pressrved the pathos of the eilernat narrative, and 
heightened the beauly of the interior meaning — associating (he pro- 
ductive principle of ihe earth wiih tbe imaiortalily of Ihe soul. Proser- 
pine here Is nol the symbol of tbe burled seed, but tbe buried seed is 
(he symbol of her —that Is, of Ibe Dead. Tbe eiqaisile feeling of this 
poem consoled ficbiller's friend, Sophia La Roche, in her grief for her 
ton's death. 



Doaa pleagtDt Spring reiQTD once moreT 

Does Earth ber happy TODlh regain? 
Sweet sans green hills are Bhining o'er; 

Soft brooblets burst their icy chain : 
trpon the blae translucent river 

Laughs down an all-noclouded day, 
The winged west winds gentlj quiver , 

The badsare bursting from (he spra;; 
While birds are blithe on every tree ; 

The Oread from the mounlaiit'Shore 
Sighs 'Lo thy flowers come back to thee — 

Thy Child, sad Mother, comes no more ! ' 
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Alas! howlonganageitBeems 

Since all Uie Earlh I waDder'd over, 
Aadvaialj, TiUa, task'd tbj beams 

Tbe lov'd — tbe lost one — lo discoT«t I 
Thoagb all ma; seek — jet none can call 

Her tender presence back to met 
The Sun, witbejas detecting all, 

la blind one vanish' d form to see. 
Hasttbon, OZens, hast tbou awa j 

From these sad arnis mf Daughter torn? 
HasFluto, from Uie realms of Day, 

Enamoar'd — to dark riTers bomel 

Who to tbe dismal Phaotom-Strand 

The Herald of my Grief will venture? 
TbeBoatforeverleaves tbe Land, 

Bat only Shadows there may enter. — 
Teil'd from each holier eye repose 

The realms where Midnight wraps the Dead, 
And, while theStjgianKiverflows, 

No living footstep there may tread! 
A diousand paibways wind tbe drear 

Descent ; — none upward lead to-day ; — 
No witness to tbe Mother's ear 

Tbe Dai^ter's sorrows can betray. 

Jtfothers of happy BnmaD clay 

Can share alleast their children's doom;. 
And when the loved ones pass away. 

Can track — can join tbem — in ibe tomb I 
Tbe race alone of Heavenly birth 

Are banish'd from tbe darksome portals ; 
The Fates — have mercy on tbe Earth , 

And death is only kind to mortals! * 
' What a beautitnl viniJicatioD o( the iborlacM ot bumaa lite I 
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oil, plaogemeiDtbeNightorNlgbU, 
From HeiTta's ambrosi*! halls eul'dl 

Oh, let the Goddess lose the rights 
That shm the Mother trom the Child I 



Where siu the Dark Kiog'B joyless bride. 

Where midtttheDead her home is inide; 
Oi that mj ooiseless atepa might glide , 

Aoiidat the shadea myself a shade ! 
IseehereTes, that search thro'teare. 

In tbId die golden li^i to greet; 
That yearn for yoader distant spheres, 

Thatpine the Mother's face to meet! 
Till some bfight moment shall renew 

The severed Hearts' familiar ties ; 
And softened ptlj steal ia dew , 

From Mnto's slov-nleotiog eyes ! 

Ah, vain the wish, the sorrow are 1 

Calm ia the changeless paths abOTe 
Bolls on the Daj God's golden Car — 

Failare the fii'd decrees of Jo*e! 
Far from the ever gloomy Plain , 

He tnms his blissful looks away. 
Alasl Night never gives again 

What once it seizes as its pre; 1 
Till over Lethe's snllen swell, 

Aurora's rosy hues shall glow ; 
And arching Ihro' the midmost Hell 

Shine forth the lovely Iris-Bow! 



And is there nought of Her; — no token — 

No pledge from that beloved hand ? 
To tetl bow Love remains unbroken , 
How far soever be the land? 
tafStWItt. 8 
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H«s love DO link, no lightest threid, 

Tbe Holher to th« Child to bind? 
Betweea the Living ind the Dead , 

Cao Hope no holy compact find? 
No! e«erj bond U not jet riTGD', 

We are not jet divided wholly ; 
To na Uie eiernal Powers ha>e fiven 

AeymbollaDgut^e, sweetand holy. 



When Spring's fair childreo pass away, 

When, in theNorthwiod'sicyair, 
The leaf and flower alike decay, 

And leave the rivell'd branches bare , 
Then Trom VertamoiiB' lavish hora 

I take Lire's seeds to strew below — 
And bid the gold that germs the cora 

An offering to the Styi to go ! 
Sad in the earth the seeds I lay — 

Laid at thy heart, myChild — tob« 
The mooratdl tokens which convey 

Hy sorrow and my love to Thee! 



Bnt, when the Hours, in measured dance , 

The bappy smile of Spring restore , 
Bire In the Snn-god's golden glance 

The bnried Dead revive once more! 
The germs that perish'd to thine eyes. 

Within the cold breast of the earth. 
Spring np to bloom in gentler skies , 

The brighter for the second birth ! 
The stem its blossom rears above -^ 

lis roots in Night's dark womb repose — 
The plant hut by the equal lote 

Of light and darkness fostered — paws! 
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If half wilb Death the germs ma7 deep , 

YethaK with Life ihef share ilie beams; 
Hjheralds from Ihe dreary deep, 

SoftToices fiom the solemn sireamB, — 
Like faer, so them, aiFhileenlaEubs, 

SlcraOrcDS, inhisdismalreign, 
Yel Spring Bends forth their tender blooms 

With finch sireet messages again , 
To tell , — bow far from light above , 

Where onlj mournful shadows meet, 
Memory is stiil ali« to love , 

And still the faithful Heart can beat! 

Jay to ye childreo of the Field I 

Whose life each comingjear renews, 
To your sweet cups the Heayen shall yield 

The purest of its nectar-dews ! 
Sleep'd In the light's resplendent streams , 

The hues that streak the Iris-Bow 
' Shall trim your blooms as with the beams 

The looks ofyouDgAaroia know. 
The bnddiQg life of happy Spring, 

The yellow Aulnmn's faded leaf, 
Alike to gentle Hearts shall bring 

The symbols ofmyjoj and grief. 

THE ELEU8INIAH FESTIVAL. 

This, origiDally eall«4 the "Burger-Lij," is one of the povnis wbfcta 
Setailier has dsioled to his favourite sabject — the Progres* of Sod«ly. 

Wind Id a garland lb« ears of gold, 

Aiure Cyaoes* Inwoven be ! 
Oh how gladly shall eye behold 

The Queen who comes In ber majesty- 
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Han wiUi man in commimioii miuDg, 
Ttmiiig the wild ones where she wenl; 

Into the peace of the homes teed filing 
Lawless boson and shifting lent. * 

Darkli hid ID cave aod cleft 

Shj, the Troglodyte abode; 
Earlh, a waste, was found and left 

Where4he wandering Nomad strode: 
Deadl; with the spear and shaft , 

Prowl'd the Hunter through the laud ; 
Woe the Stranger , itares may waft 

On an ever-fatal strand ! 



Thus was all ID Ceres, when 

Searchfng for her ravisb'd cbEld, 
(No green culinre smiling then,) 

O'er the drear coasts bleak and wild , 
Nevershelter did she gain, 

NcTer friendlj threshold trod ; 
All unbnilded then the Fane, 

All unheeded then the God ! 



Not with golden com-ears strewed 

Were the gbastlj altar slones; 
Bleaching Ibere, and gore-entb rued , 

La J ibe unhallow'd Human bones I 
Wideandfir, where'ershe roved. 

Still reigned Misery over all ; 
And her mighty soul was moyed 

At Man's universal fall. 

■ "Tfaii flnt iirophe," obienes BalTmeider, "ii nfiened by the 
>rDi dF th« nbols .(eitiva aui:nibl]i. A iiiulJcr ohDma, or a lingle 
mlor patiei then to the rtritativt, and tricei thaprogreu <i[m«D- 
id lhrou|li Apiculwre." 
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"Whtl! caD(A£>baMflD — tovhoro 

Our own godlike form vbs given — 
Likeness of the shapes that hlooni 

Iq ibeGatdett-MoaDtorHeaveDT 
Was Dot Earth od Hid bestow'd? 

Eanh itself his kingly borne! 
Boams he tbro' bis bright abode , 

Homeless wberesoe'er he rouut 

"Will QoGodTODchsareloaidT — 

None of the Celestial cboir — 
Lift the Demigod we made 

From the slonghaod from tbe mire? 
No, the grieftbey ne'er bave known. 

Calmly Ibe Celestials scan! 
I — TbeHolher — I, alone 

Hbtb a heart that feels far Hbd I 

"Let — that Hen to Han may soar — 
Han and Earth widi one another 

Make a compact overmore — 

Man the Sod, and Eadb the Mother. 
Let their laws the Seasons show , 

Time itselfMas's teacher be; 
And Ibe sweetMoon moving slow 

To the Starr; Melody ! " 

Gently brightening from the closd , 

Bonndherimage, Teit-Mke, thrown; 
On the startled savage crowd 

Lo! the Goddess-glory shoDe! 
Soft, the Goddess-glory stole 

On their War-feast o'er tbe Dead ; 
Fierce hands offered her the bowl 

With the blood of foemeo red. 
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Loitbiag, tarnedlhtpDtleQneea, 

Loathing, shndderiof, tofoeil — uduid, 
"Ne'er ■ Godheiil's lips hare been 

Wiih the fbod of tigers fed. 
Offering pure that ne'er pollutes , 

Be to purer Beings given , 
Summer Qowers and autumn fruits 

Please tiie Famili of Ueaven." 

And the wrathful spear she lakes 

From the Hunter's savage hand , 
With the shaft of Murder , — breaki 

Into furrovs the light sand ; 
From her spiked wreath she singles 

Oat a golden seed of com. 
With the earth the germ she mingles, 

And the mighty birth is born ! 

Robing now the ru^ed gronnd — 

Glints the budding lively green, 
Now — a (Joldeo Forest — round 

Waves the Mellow Harvest's Sheen 1 — 
And the Goddess bless'd the Earth , 

Bade the earliest sheaf be bonnil — 
Chose the landmark for a hearth , 

And serenely smiling round. 

Spoke In prayer — "0 Father King , 

On thine Ether-Hill divine — 
Take, OZeas, thlsoffenng, 

Let it sohen Thee to thine! 
From thy People's eyes — awaj , 

Roll the vapour coil'd below ; 
Let the Hearts unfanght to pray 

Learn the Father-God to knov !" 
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And his genUe Sister's prayer. 

To Hie High OlyinpiaD came ; 
Thaodeciog thro' » cloudless air 

FUslied the consecratiog Flame; — 
On the hoTjr sacriSce , 

Bright the wreathed lightDiDg leaps; 
AodiDdreles thro' the skies, 

Jove's good-omened Eagle sweeps. 

LowatlhereetoftbegreatQaeeD, low* 

Fall the crowdin a glad devotion ; 
first thCD, first the rude Bonis koov 

BoiDBii channels of sweet emotioD — 
Cast to the Earth is the gor; spear. 

Wakened a sod sense blind before ; 
Hnsh'd in delight, from her lips the; bear 

Uildest accents and wisest lore 1 

Thiiher from their thrones descending , 

All the Blest ones bright]; draw ; 
Sceptred Themis, order-blending, 

Hetes the right and gives the law : ** 
Teaches each one to respect 

What bis Neighboor's landmarks girth; 
Bids attesting St;i protect 

What the mortal owns on earlh. 

Hither limps the God , whom all"* 

Life's invcDtive Arts obey, 
Hif^lfskiirdisbelecall 

Shapefrom metal, nsefromclay! 



menu of ill social lire. - 

" Properly begins with the cullure of (be Earlb , Lia vith Propert}. 
"* Vulcan. Theo folio* tbe lecbnicalAHa. 



cCoogk 



120 

Heave (he bellows, rings the clamour 

Oriheheatj AutU, now. 
Fasbion'd rrom the FoT^e-God's himnier 
, O'er the forrow speeds Uie Plough! 



AndUinerTB, lovering proudly 

Overall, wilh lifted spear, > 
Calls in accents rioging loudlj 

O'er Ihe millious far and near — • 
Calls Ihe scattered tribes aroDod ; — 

Soars the rampart — spreads the vail. 
And the scattered tribes have foaod 

Bulvark each, sod nnioDall! 



Forth she leads her lordlj train , 

O'er the vide earth ; — and vbere'er 

Prints her conqueriag step Ibe plaio , 
Springs another Landmark there I 

O'er the Hills her empire sleeps ; 
O'er their heights her chain she throm. 

Stream that thundered to the deeps 
Curb'd in green banks, gently flows. 



Nymph and Oread, all who follow 

The fleet-footed Forest-Queen , 
O'erihehill, orthrongb Ihe hollow; 

Swinging light thefr spears are seen. 
With a metry clamour trooping. 

With bright axes — one and all 
Bonnd the doomid loresl grouping , 

down the huge pines crackling fall! 

* Row eome tbe Arl* at PoIHt. 
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Al tbe h«st of Jove's high dingbter, 

Beavf load and groining rafl 
O'er his green reed-ioargiDed Water 

Doth the Biver Genius waft. 
Inlbework, glad hands have Tound, 

Hour OD boar, llgbi-faoted, Qies, 
From ihe rude tx-QDk , Bmoolhandroaad, 

Till the polish'd masl arise ! 

Up leaps Qow ihe Ocean God , 

Riving ribbed Earlh asunder ; 
With his wondrous TrIdent-rod ; — 

And the granite falls in (bonder. 
High be swiop (be ntigbty blocks , 

As an Infant swings a ball — 
Hetp'd byaclive Hermes, rocks 

Heap'don rocks — coastrnct the wall.* 

Then from golden striDgs set free 

(Toaag Apollo's chtrmed boon) 
Triple Oows the Harmony, 

And theMensure, ■nd(heTDaeI 
With (heir ninefold symphonies 

There the chiming Muses (hrong. 
Stone ou stone the walls arise 

To (be Choral Music-song.** 

By Cybele's cunning hand 

Set the raigbty Portals are; 
And the huge Lock's safety-band , 

And the force-defpng Bar, 



^e table (a Iba louod of 
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SwiR fTom those difincst bands 
Does Ibe Woodrons Ciiy rise — 

Bright, amidsl, the Temple Rlaods 
Id the pomp of Mcriflce. 

With a mjTtle garland — there - 

Comes the Qneen,' b; Gods obej'd, 
And she leads the Swaia most fair 

To the fairest Shepherd-maid 1 
Tenus and her laaghing Boj 

Did that earliest pair ana; ; 
AlltheGods, with gifts of jo; 

Bless'd the earliest Marriage Dayf 



Thro' the Hospitabla Gale 

Flock the Citj's newborn sous, 
M Arsliall'd in harmonious state 

B7 that choir of Holy ones. 
At the Altar-shrlae of Jove 

High — the Priestess Ceres staads 
Folding, the mnte Crowd aboTe, 

Blessed and all-blessiag hands! 



" Id the waste the Beast Is free, 

And the God upon bis throne I 
Unto each the carb most be 

Bat the nttare each doth own. 
¥et the Man — (betwixt the two) 

Uustto man allied, belong; 
Only Law and Custom thro' 

Is the Mortal fi'ee and strong I" 

* Juno , the Goddess presiding Over n 
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Wind ID a garland the ears of gold , 

Aiure Cfaaes invof ea be ; 
Oh how gladly shall eye behold 

TheQiieen, who comesiuher majesty! 
MtD to man Id comniiiDlon briaglng. 

Hers are the sweets of Home and Hearth, 
Hononr and praise , andhallher, singing, 

"Hail tolheMoUieraDdQueMiorEarthr' 



PASABLES Am BIDDLES. 
1. 
FnOH Pearls her lofiy bridge she weaTes , 

A. grey sea arching proadly orer ; 
A momeal's toil the work acMeves , 

Ajid on Uie height behold her hoier ! 
Beaealh that arch securely go . 

The tallest barks that ride the eeas , 
No burthen e'er the bridge may know. 

And as thoa seek'sl to near — it flees! 
First with ihe floods it came , to fade 

Asroll'dihe waters from the land; 
Say where that wondrous arch is made , 

And whose tbe Artist's mighty handT ■ 

1 The Bainbaw. 
II. 

Lbasdb after league it hnrrieth thee , 

Yel nevei; qnits its place ; 
It hath DO wiDgs wherewith to flee 

Yet wafts thee over space ! 
It is the Deetest boat that e'er 

The wildest wanderer bore : 
As swift as thought itself U> bear 

From shore lo farthest shore; 
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T is here and there, uideTerjwhere, 
Ere jet a momeat 's o'er ! > 

I Tbe Sight, or perhapt Ligfat. 



O'bh I mishlf putnre fo, 

Sheep in thouMods, sJlT«r-*liiU; 
As to-da; we see them , so 

In the oldest grandsire's sight. 
The; drink (never waiing old) 

Life from an anfailiug brook ; 
There 's a Shepherd to their fold, 

With a silver-horned crook. 
From a gate of gold let ODt, 

Night benight he coqdis thEmoTei'; 
. Wide the Geld thCTTOTeaboot, 

Never hath he lost ■ rover ! 
TraetheDos, that helps to lead them, 

One gaf ram in front we see ; 
What ihe Flock and who doth heed them 

Sheep and Shepherd — ' UU to me I * 



THEHKisa Mansion vast and fair. 

That doth on unseen ptUara rest; 
No Wanderer leaves the portals there , 

Yet each how brief a guest ! 
The craft by which that mansion rose 

No thonght can picture to the soul ; 
'T is lighted by a Lamp which throws 

Its stalely shimmer through the whole. 
As crystal clear, il rears aloof 
The single gem which forms its roof. 
And never hath the eye survey'd 
The Master who that HaosioD* made. 
4 The Earth ud ibc Fi 
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Of 4iid down two buckets plj, 

Asiugtewellwithfa; 
Wblle the one cumes fall oo high , 

One the deeps must wjd; 
Fnlloremptj, Dererendiag, 
Risiog Dov and now descending, 
Aiwajs — while yoa qanlT from this. 
That one lost in the abTW , 
From that well the waters liiing 
Never both together giiing. > 



That gentle piclure dost than know , 

Itself its haee and splendour gaining? 
Some change each moment can bestow , 

Itself as perfect still remainiDg; 
It lies within the smallest space , 

The smallest framework forms ila girth, 
. And jet that picture can embrace 

The mightiest objects known on Earth: 
Canst thou to me that crystal name 

(No gem can with its worth compare) 
Which gives allUght, and knows do flame ; 

Absorbed is all creation there ! — 
Thatring can in itself enclose 

The loveliest hues that light the Heaven , 
Tet from it light more lovely goes 

Than all which to it can be given ! *. 
6 The Kje. 
VII. 
Thbre stands a Building vast and wide, 

Bailt in eldest times of yore ; 
Boand it may the Rider ride 

For a hundred days or more ; 
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And hoverer fsBt he speed , 
Shall the pile outstrip the st«ed. 
UiDj i hundred jears have Oed , 

'GalDBl it Time and SUrm have ilrivCD , 
SUrli and Blrong it rean its head 

Undenteath the Tanlt of Heaven ; 
SoariDg here (he cionds lo meet , 
There the ocean laves iu feeL 
Not tome pageaat-pomp to lend 

VaunlJDg Pride , or QaantingPixrer, 
Bui to shield and to defend 

Doth Ibat Hightj Fabric tower. 

Ne'eriiB iilie hath Earth sarrej'd, 

Tho'amortalbandbathmade! ^ 

1 Tbe Wall of China. 

VIII. 

Amidst Ibe Serpent Bace fs 0D« 

That Earth did never bear ; 
Id speed aod fary there be none 

That can vith it compare , — 
With fearful hiss — lis prej to grasp 

It darts its dazzling cosrse ; 
And loclu Id one deatrojing clasp 

The Horse Enan and the Horse. 
II lores tbe iolUest heights to baoDt — 

No bolt its prey secures , 
In vain its mall may Taioarvaont, 

For s&el its fary larea I 
As slightest straw whirl'd by Ihe wind , 

II soaps tbe starkest tree ; 
It can the might ofmetai grind, 

Howhardsoe'eritfae! 
Yet ne'er hnt once the Honster tries 

The prey it threats lo galo,* 

"BaltwelmalnurgedrohL" For mir ihoulil be re 
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Jd Its owD wnth coosnoied ii die* , 
And irtiUeil sUjs is sUiu.* 



Six Sisters, fromawandroaspair,* 

We like our commOD birth ; 
Our solenm Mother — dtrli as Care , 

Oor Father bright as Uirth , 
Its several virtue each bequeathes ; 

Tbe aoften'd shade— the merrj glaneei 
Id endless jQutb, aroaud jdd wreathes 

OarundulatlDg daoce! 
We shun the darksome hollow cave, 

And bask where daylight glows ; 
Oor magic life to Naiare gave 

The seal her beititf kuows. 
Bllihe messengers of Spring, welead 

HerjocundtralD, — we flee 
The drearj chambers of the Dead , — 

Where life Is — there are we! 
To HappiuesB esseDlial diings , 

Where Han ettjojs we lire — 
Wbate'er ibe Pomp that blaions kings , 

'TisooratbepomplogiTe! ■ 
* Tka Colours. 



What's that, the Poor's most precious Frieod 

Nor less by kings respected — 
Contrived to pierce, conb'ited torend. 

And to the sword coaaecled. 

* Black and while. Here Schiller ad opU Gaelhe'i IbeoTJ of colours, 
■Dd lUppote* that the]i are formed ttom ihe miiturc of Light and Dark- 
neu, ~ I. e. Ibe Childreo of Hlgbl and Day. In hia earlier poem of 
'^TbB.lrtiila," (he noble Image which coDcludes the Poeni li lakenlrom 
Ibe dllTerent theory of Newton. Aceardleg to Ihe former Iheorr. the Co- 
lour! are lii io namber— accord log lo tbe latter, leten. — IierraaiiTiR- 
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It draws no btood , and jet doth woniid; — 

Hakes rich, bat oe'erwlth spoil; 
ItpriDtg, asEtrthilwaiidersroiiad, 

A htessing on the soil. 
Ho' eldest cities It halh bailt — 

Bade mightiest kingdoms rise, il 
Ne'erGred to War, nor roused to guilt: 

WeaItodiestal«sihatprizeit! >* 
10 The Plaaghshire. 

XI. 

In a Dwelling or stone I conceal , 

U; eiiatence obscare and asleep ; 
ButfoTlhatlheclasb of the steel, 

From mj slamber eiulling I leap! 
Atiirst, all too feeble forBlrife, 

As a dwarf I appear to thine eje ; 
A drop conid extinguish my life — 

But mj wings soon expand to the sky 1 
Lellhe might of mj Sister* alTord 

Its aid to those wings when nDftirl'd , 
And I grow to a terrible Lord , 

Whose anger can raTSge the world. ' ' 

XIL 

Betoltiss round a Disk I go , 

One resllessJDurnej o'er and oter; 
The smallest Geld my waaderiogsknow, 

Tbj hands ifae space could Qorer: 
Yetmanja thousand miles are past, 

Id circling round that field so narrow; 
H; speed outstrips the swiRest blast — 

The strongest bowman's arrow ! ■* 
It TbeGbadeoDtbeDlaL 
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XIII. 

It is a Bird — wbtwe awinucss Sees , 

FutuanEa^t thro'iheAirj 
It u ( Fisb — and cleaves Iha seas , 

Which ne'er a migblier moasUr beari 
It is an Elephaal , wboae rorm 

Is crovnid with * caslie-keep ; 
ijidoow, altliiie tbeBpider-worm, 

Spinning its while webs — see it creep! 
IthatliaDiroitraDg; and where 

That ttag its grappled hold doth gala , 
It roots its rock-like footing there , 

And braies the baffled Hurricane. ' * 
II Tba Ship. 



THE MIGHT OF 80NG.' 

In tbfl 1*0 Poemi — "The High I of Song" — and tbal to which, tl 
the iraniUUan, wc hira (i>«a llie pinpbnitlo Utla "Honour Is 
Woman" (WanK dcr Friucn), are to ha found tboie Idew which are 
(be wcli-alreami of so much of Schiller'* nobleil iDipiratioii : — li(, Ad 
iaieate tad ceKgiout conTlclIoa of lie loClj cbaraclcr and lablime cnda 
«[ tbe Irae Poel. Jod , A clear aanie ot what la rooal lorelj In wamin, 
and ■ ehiTtlroua deioUon to the virUiei or which he rpgiTdi her at tba 
Penonalian and Frololipe. It li Ihrse Lito aniclei la bli poalical creed, 
which eonilitute Schiller 50 peculiarly Ibe Fori at Genl/emem ~ not (be 
gentlemen of convention, but the genllemen o( nature — Ihii Ariitooracj 
of feeling and lenllmenl which are ihe Bower of the locial world ; chifil- 
rouil} inclined la wbaleier li mait eletaled In Art — cbhilroualT In- 
clined to whatever i> moil leader In emotion. The Hobllily of tbe Konb 
■hiob Tacilui law in iunide Infancj, baa found in SehiUer not only tbe 
lolce ofitf mature grealneu, but tbe Ideal of ita great eaaentlala. 

A hain-flood from ^le Moaatain rlTeii , 

It leaps in Ihnnder forth lo-daj; 
Before its rush the crags are driven , 

The oaks opraoted wUrl'd awajr ! 
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Awad — jei in awe all wildlj eladd'ning , 

The tUrtled waaderer halts below ; 
He hears the rock-bom watenmadd'DiDg, 

Nor »[ts the source from whence tliej go , — 
So, from their higt, mjsieiions Founts , along, 
Sireamoa the silenced world the Waves orSoi^l 
Knit with the tbreads\iriire, forever, 

By those dread Powers that weave the woof, — • 
Whose art the singer's spell can severl 

Whose breast has mail to maaic proof? 
Lo, to the Bard, a wand of wonder 

The Herald* of the Gods has given i 
He sinks the sonllhe del Lh-realmnnder, 

Or lifts it breathless up f« heaven — 
Half sport, half earnest, rocking its devotion 
Upon the tremulous ladder of emotion. 
Asi when ia hours the least nncloaded 

Forteotons , strides apoo the scene — 
Some Fate, beroretrom wisdom shrouded, 

And awes the storied sonls of Hen — 
Before that Stranger from AMOTBBS, 

Behold how this world's great ones bow 
Hean joys their idle clamour smother. 

The mask Is vaaish'd from the brow — 
And from Tragi's snddeu , solemn Dag nnfurl'd , 
Fl J all the craven Falsehoods of the World ! 
So, Song — like Fate itself — tsgiren. 

To scare the idler thoughts awajr , 
To raise the Humao to the Ho1>, 

TowaltetheSpiritfromtheClir! " 

• Hermei. 
" Tbla somewhal obieure, bat loflj ccinpaiisaD , brwbieh Pnstry 
li likened to lome File that rouset men from the vulgar lilllsneu of 
■eoinai laj, level* all ranks for the [DDDieat, and appall coDteDUoaal 
bliHhoadi witb uoliMiked-rar With, ScblUer had made, thoogb in rugged 
and somevhat bombaaiie proie, miny jears before, — ularbacku 
tbe flnl appeuincB al " The Bobbera." 
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One wiihlbe Gods theBtrd: beforefalm 

All things QDcletn and ewihlj Qj — 
Hosh'il ire all muiier powers, aad o'er him 

The dtrli fate swoops viihaniiiDB b; ; 
And while Ifae Soolher's mific meesnres Bow , 
Smoolh'il ever? wriokle on the brows of Woe I 

Eren Ml child, that, after pining 

For the sweet absenl mother — .bears 
Her toice — and, ronnd her neck eatwloing 

Toaagarms, veDtiallhissoollaiears; — 
So, bjbirsb Custom far estranged. 

Along Ihe glad and guileless track , 
To childhood's bappy home uocbanged , 

The swift song wafts Ibe wanderer back — 
Saalch'd from Ihe cold md formal world , and preit 
Bj Ibe (^eatHotber to her gbwing breast! 



HONOCB TO WOHAN. 
Ultenllr "Digafly ot Womto."] 
HoKODi to WomsD 1 To her it is gireo 
To garden the earifa with ibe roses of Heaven ! 

All blessed , she llnketh the Loves in their choir — 
iDtbeveilorihe Graces her beanlj concealing, 
She lends on each altar that 's hallow'd lo FeeUog, 
And keeps ever-liviag the fire ! 

From the bounds ofTruth careering, 

Han's strong spirit wlldlf sweeps , 
With eachhasif impulse veering, 

Down to Passion's troubled deeps. 
And his heart, contented never. 

Greeds to grapple with the Far, 
Chasing his OWD dream for ever. 

On through manj a distant Star! 
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Bat WomiD «r!lb looks thai caa chum and eDchiEa , 
Lnretli back at her beck the wild tmaat again , 

B J the spell of her presence hegbiled — 
Id the home of the Mother her modest abode , 
And modest the maimers b j Natare beslow'd 

On Nature's most eiqnislte child ! 

Bruised and iroro , bntfierceljbreaiting, 

Foe to foe, the angr; strife ; 
Hao the Wild One , nerer resiiog , 

Boams alcng the tronbled life ; 
Wbatkeplanne^i, siill pursoii^; 

TainI} as the Hydra bleeds , 
Crest the sever'd erwl renewing — 

Wish to wither'd wish,sacceeds. 

But Woman itpeaceirilballbeing, reposes, 
And seeks from the Hunent-to gather the roses ~ 

Whose sweets to her cnltnre briong. 
Ahl richer thu he , Ihongh his sonl reigneth o'er 
The might} domlnioD of tienins and Lore , 

And the infinite Citde of SoDg. 

Strong, and proud, and self-depending, 

Han's cold bosom beal« atone; 
Heart vilb heart dinnelf blending , 

In the love that Gods baTe known , 
Sonls' sweet iolerchange of feeling, 

Melting tears — he never knows , 
Each hard sense the hard one steeling, 

Arms against a world offaes. 

Alive, as the wind-harp, how lighllf soever 
Ifwoo'dhjtheZephjr, to music will qniver. 

Is Woman to Hope and to Fear; 
Ah, 'tender one! still at the shadow of grieviog. 
How qaiver the chords — how Uij bosom Is heaving — 

Bow trembles th j glance tbrongh the tear ! 
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Hid'8 doiDlnlan , vaTaDdlibour; 

Might to right the SUIato ftive ; 
Laws an io (he Scythian's Mbre ; 

Where the Hede reign'd — tee the Slafe! 
Peace and Heekneis grimlf ronUng , 

Prowls the Wir-lnal, rndt and wild; 
. Erisr^es, hoarsely shoating, 

Where the raoish'd Graces smiled. 

BntlVoaiaa, tbeSoftOne, pennasively prtyeth — ^ 
Oftbe life* that she charmeth, the sceptre she swaTcth ; 

ShelDlIs, asshelooksfroBiaboTe, 
The Discord whoseHell for its victims is gaping, 
Aad blending swhiie the for-^Tcr escaping, 

WJtispers Hate to the Image ofLove! 



THE WOBDS OF BELIEF. 

Thubb Words will I name ihse — around and about. 
From the lip to [he lip , t^llofmeaning, therOee; 

Bat the; had not their birth in tiic being wlthoiit. 
And. the heart, not the lip, ronsl tfaeiroriclebe! 

And all wortb in the man shall for ever be o'er 

When in those Three Words be believes no more. 

Han is made rm! — Han, brbirtbrigbtisfree. 
Though the Ijrantmaf deem him but bom for bis tool. 

Wbalererthe shout of the rabble mij be — 
Whalever the ranting misose of the fool — 

Still fear not the Slave, when be breaks froip his chain , 

For the Man made a Freeman grows safe io his gaio. 

Koi ViKTOs is more than a shade or a sound, 
And Hid maj her voice, intblsbeliig, obej; 
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And iboogh ever he dip od tfae stoo j groiuid , 

Vet ever again to the godlike wij , 
To the icience of Good Ihough the Wise inij be Ijliod , 
Tel ib%pTaetice is plain to ibe cbildUke mind. 
And a God [liere is ! — oierSpace, over Time, 

While the HnmaD Will racks , like a reed, to and fro, 
Lires the Will of the Holf — A Purpose Suhlime , 

AThonghtwoven over creation below; 
Chtogingand shilling the Alive inhuit, 
Bat changeless ihtoagh all One Immatable Spirit! 
Hold fast the Three Words of Belief — though abont 

Fromlbellplo thelip, fDlIormeaDing, thejflee; 
TetUiey take not their birth from the being withont — ' 

Bat a voice front within must their oncle be ; 
And nerer all worth in the Han can be o'er , 
Till in those Three Words he believea no more. 



THE WORDS OF GBBOH. 
Tbibe Errors there are , that for erer are found 

On Ihelipsoflbegood, on the lips of the best; 
Bat emptj their meaning and hollow their soaod — 

And slight is the comfort diej bring to the breast. 
The fhiits of existence escape ttam the clasp 
Of the seeker who siHtcs bat those shadows to grasp — 
Solongas Han dreams ofaome^e in M» life 

When the Bight and the Good will all ovil subdue ; 
For the Bight and the Good lead as ever to strife , 

And wherever they lead us, the Fiend willporsae. 
And (till from the earth home , and stiDed at length) 
The earth that he looches still gifts biro with strength!* 

* Tbii simile ii nobly eoDMlved, bul eipreased BOmfWliIl oblcnrelT. 
Aa Herculei oonlended in viln against Anlnus, the Son of Earlb, 
— »a long ai Ihe B»th gave her giant offsprlag new alreaglh In everj 
fall , — 10 the tout coaleudi in vain vilh evil — the natural eanh-born 
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So long as Man fancies that Forlune vW live ; 

Like a bride with her lover, QDitedirith Worth; 
Forberravours, alas! to the mean sbe will give — 

And Virlne possesws no title to earth! 
Thai Foreigner iranders to regions afar. 
Where the lands of her birthright jmmortallf are ! 
So long as Han dreams that, to morlalsagirt, 

The Truth in her fulness of splendour will shine; 
The veil of the goddess no earth-born may lift , 

And all we can learn is — to guess and divine! 
Dost thou seek , inadogniB, to prison her form? 
The spirit Qies forth on die wings of the storm I 
O, Noble Soull flj from delusions like these, 

Uore heavenly belief be it thine to adore; 
Where the Ear never bearkens . the Eye never sees , 

Ueet the rivers of Beauty and Truth evermore ! 
Not without thee the streams — there the Dull seek them ; 
Look urithin thee — behold both tho fount and the flow ! 



THE MERCHANT. 

Whkbb sails the ship? — It leads the Tjriu forth 
For the rich amber ofthe libera) North. 
Be kind je seas — winds lend your geatlesl wing , 
May in each creek, sweet wells restoring spring! — 
To you, ye gods, belong the Merchant! — o'er 
The waves, his sails (he wide world's goods eiplore; 
And, allihewhile, wherever walXthegales, 
The wide world'sgood sails with him as be sails! 



nvtgoratei iha CBemy for I he 
il, aben Hercules lifted him 
aiied alon, so can lbs loul 

h iuel'r, and aUfliag il in itaa higber air. 
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THE GEBHAN ART. 
Br DO kiDd AagustuB reared , 
To DO Hedici endeared, 

Germia Art arose ; 
Fostering glorj smii'd not on her , 
Ne'er with kiDgljBmitea to «oD her, 

Did her blooms unclose. 
No, — she vent bjrMoDarchs slighted — 
WeniuDhoDoured, unrequited. 

From high Frederick's throue; 
Praise ind Pride be all the greater. 
That Mao's genius did create her. 

From Han's worth alone. 
Therefore, alirromloniermonDtalas, 
Purer wells and richer FoanlalDS, 

Streams our Poel-Art ; 
So no rule to curb its rushing — 
All the fuller flows it gushing 

From iis deep —The Heart! 



THE WALK. 

Tbia (eicepling onlj "The Artista," wrlltni lome yean herore) ts the 
mosL eliborale of ihoie Poemi >hlcb , claMed under the name of CmI. 
tiiTi.Niifarjc, Schiller has deialed lo the Progmi at Ciyiliaalion. Schil- 
ler hlmieir natecroad !l amongst the gregtetl of the Poemi he had Ihi- 
Iherlo produced — and bis Trieads, rrom Goeihe to Humbotdt, howeier 
divided la opialon aa to the relalire merit of hia other pieces , agreed la 
eiloUing this one. It inusl be obaerred, hoirever, that Schiller had Dot 

and which are confeaiedl]' of a yet higher order — inasiniich aa the Mar- 
ratlve, ioilaeir, demands much higher merits than the Didactic* ItU 
also reasonably to be objected lo ill Scbiller'a Poema of Ibis CullDre- 
Historic School, Imay ve be pfrdooed the use of IbeGermaa Barbarism), 
that the laidiog idea of tbe Progress of CiitlisaUon, hoaerer laried aa to 
[ormlnsach. Is essenlialll repeated in all. Nor can we omit this oeoa- 
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■ton of hmileilldg nn« eriileil Do«Mm , wU A ucini la n bigbli to- 
p«rUDt, ud lo vticb ihe ihsoric* of Scblller*! inlrmiM and oier-rsBnlBg 
rriend, William Von Hnnibaldl, were itrangiT oppoifd. Tfaeobicetot 
PoeliT, difering MsentiallT from thai of abitnet witdom, ii not dlr«eU5 
to iddrcn tbe ReaioninK facDltT — bul Inaenaibly lo rontc it Ihrongb lb* 
popular mediam of Ihe emoiiona. Science atmi at Trulli , and Ibrough 
Tralb maj arriTS atBcaut;. Poetry or Atl aimi al Ileanl]i, and ibrough 
Baant; it cannot fall lo irrifealTnilfa. Tfaa [lult af "TbaWiU," al 
"ThcAnliti," — morgthanallcif "Tba Ideal and Iha Actual Lira," doI 
lo jpeeifjiome other Poenij, lew daboraielj icholaatic — la, thattbaf 
itrain loo much Ifae ficultj with vbicfa Poelrr bii Icaat to do, (li. Iba 
ners Reason. Foslr; oughl, it is true , to bear aloft and lo inttaii tbi 
mind In a stale of elevation — bm (broagh tba aentiment or Iba paailoD. 
It fails in aomelblng vhea ll demands a bigb degree of philoaopb; or 
knowledge io the reader lo admire — naj la camprehend it. II oagbt noi 
lo ask a prepared Aadience, bul to raiae any andienee it may addma. 
Hilton Uket tba ■ublimeat Ibema he can llnd — ho adorDs it nitta lU his 
f lately genhia , and his Tnullironn learning; bol, eicepi in two orlbroa 
paaaagea, (ahicb are really deleola in hia giealirbole,) he contrliei lo 
teep vllbin reach of very ordinary underslandlngs. Because Ibe PocI is 
viae, be is not for Ihal reason to demand wisdom from hia readera. In 
the Poem of "Tbe Walk." it is only after repeated readings Ibilweeaa 
■rrlre at wbat seema to db ils great and dlslincUie paipose — apart from 
tbe mere recital of Ibe ehangea of Ibe Social Slate, According to our 
notion, Ihe purpose la tbis — tbe inlimale and aeeessary sonnailoB 
between Han and Nature — tbe Social State and Ibe Nalural. Tbe PMt 
eommaoces wilh Ihe actual Laadscape. be describes tbesoenery of his 
Walk: Rural Life, yii. . ~ Nalure in Ae Fields - auggesls lo him Ihe 
picture of Ibe Early Pelasgian or Agricultural life ~ Niuire is Iben the 
CompunioH nf Han, A sudden luni in lbs Landscape shows bim the 
poplar avenues which In Germany conduct' lo clliea. He beholds tbe 
dome* BDd towers of the dialsnl Town — and this suggests to him tbe 
alteration from Ibe rural life lo Ihe diio ~ atiU Nalure ia his guide. Bnt 
In cities Man has ceased to be the companion of Nalure — he baa be- 
come her Au/tr(der Herraeher). In ibit altered eondiiion tbe poei de- 
CiCU Ibe growlh of Civilisation, iKl he arrives al the Invenlien otPnnllng. 
Igbl Iben breaks upon Ibe Blind — Han desires not only to be Lord of 
Nalure, bul lo dispenae with her. "Instead a( Necessity and Nalure he 
would appoint Liberty and ReaBon." Reason sbouls for Liberty ~ so do 
Ibe Passions, and both burst from tbe wboleaome conlroni of Natarv. 
He tbem rerlews Ibe eorrupllon of Civilisation under Ibe old Preneh Hd- 
gime; he likens Hsn, breaking from Ibia denaturalised state, to tbe 
liger eaeaping from lis den Into tbe wilderness; and auggesla tbe great 
truth, that It is only by a relam lo Nature, thai he can regain his true 
liberty and redemplion. Not, Indeed, (ai HolTnieisler tndyobierve*), 
the savage Nalure to which Hausseau would reduce Han — (Aot, Schil- 
ler waa loo wise lo dream of — and loovlrluaus todeaira; bul that Ha- 
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tare vbicb b» not mora iti geaeroui llbirtj I1i«b <U halj l*«i — thit 
Nilure nhicli l« bal tbs word For Law ~ God'i Law. He would not lead 
Han back lo Nature In Its infaney, but adTanse him to Nature in iu per- 
(ecUoD. Tbe mora) Libenji of a well ordered caoditlon of locietf is ■( 
different Iroiii Ibe pbjsical liberty lusted after by the Freacb Bevolu- 
Uonisls, a> (to borrow Coiriey's flue tfaougbl) "Ibe solitude of a God from 
Ibe solitude of a wild beast-" And finally, after thl« general association 
of Nature with Mankind, the Poet avakens ai from a dream, lo find 
himself iodiijdua 11 y alone witb Nature, and concludes, in some ottbe 
happiest lines be ever wrote, by insisting on ihat eternal yautbtulness ol 
Nature, which links iuelt with ila companion FDelif. "The Sun at 
Homer smiles upon us still." la tbe original German, the Poem is com- 
posed in tbe long rhymeless metre, whicb no one bas succeeded, or can 
succeed, in rendering into English melody. But happily, Ibe true beauty 
of the composition , like most of Schiller's (unlike most of Goethe's), i( 
independent of /am.' ~ consisting of ideas, not easily depri red of ibeii 
effect, into what mould soeier they may be thrown. ... In the abors re- 
marks we bate sought to remore Ibe only drawback tbe general reader 
may find, lo the pleasure to be derived from tbe Poem in the original— 
to lighten tbe weigh! upon his intellect, and deHoi! tbe purpose of lb( 
design. As to eieculion , even in iransUlion, the sense of beauty must 
be dull in those who cannot perceive the eiquisile merits ol tbe preli- 
minary description — the rapid tigour with which what Herder called 
"Ibe World o( Scenes," shifts and shimmers, and the grand dlvisioni ol 
HnmanHislory are seited and outlined — and Uie noble reDcctions wbieb, 
aharlosiaghiaueUinlhelarEeiulerejtaorihcmulUtade, Solitude (or- 
oss npoo Ihe Poet at Ibe close. 

Hail, mine owd hill — ye bright'iiiiig hill-tops, hoill 
Hail, son, thnigUd'stUieiii with ^i; looks oflote! 
Sweet Gelds! — ye lindens, murmuriiiglo the gale! 
A.nd ye gay chorisiera the boughs above! 
And thou, the Blue IiQ[nessnrableCAi.u, 
O'er monnt and forest, motiotiless and bright, — 
Tbine airs breathe through me iheir reviving balm, 
Ajid tbe heart strengtbeits as it drinks thy Ijgbl ! 
Thou gracious Heaven ! man's prison-home I flee — 
Loosed Irom tbe babbling world , my soul leaps up to thee ! 

Floweisof all hue are struggling into glow, 
Along the blooming fields ; yet their sweet slrire 
Helts into one bsrraonions concord. Lo, 
The path allures me through the pastoral greeu , 
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ADd the wide worid of Belds ! — The liboDring bee 
Hums round me; aodoo hesitaliiigiring 
O'er beds of purple cloter quiveringlj 
Hovers tbe buUerflf. — Savetbese, ill life 
Sleeps in the glowing suolighl's steady sheea — 
Ev'Dfrom the west, do breeze the lull'deanbriug. 
Hark — iu the calm alofl , 1 hear the skj-lark sing ! 

Tbe ihicket raBlles near — the alders bow 

Down their greeo coronals — and as I pass , 

Waves, in the rising wind, the silvering grass. 

Come , da^'s ambrosial night ! — receive me now 

Beneath the roof bfshadowj beeches made, 

Co ol-hrea thing ! Lost ibe gentler landscape's bloom! 

ijid as the path mounts , snake-like, through the shade, 

Deep woods close round me witb mjaterlous glooro ; 

8till, through the Irellice-leaves, at stolen whiles. 

Glints Ihe stray beam , or the meek azure smiles. 

Again, and yet again, the veil is riven — 

And the glade opening, with a sudden glare. 

Lets in the blinding daj! Beforene, heaven 

With all its Far-Unbounded ! — one blue hUl ' 

Ending the gradual world — in vapour! 

Where 
I stand upon the monniaio-Bummit, lo, 
As sink its sides precipitous before me. 
The stream's smooth waves in Ojing crystal Qow 
Through the calm vale beneath. Wide Ether o'er me — 
Beneath, alike, wideGlherendlesssIill! 
Dizzy, 1 gaze aloft — shuddering, I look below! — 
A railed path betwiit the eternal hei^ — 
And the eternal deep allures me on. 
Still, aslpass — alllaughingindeUght, 
The rich shores glide along; and in glad toil. 
Glories the pranksome vale with variegated soil. 
Each feature that divides what labour's sou 
Oiims for his portion from his labouring brother; — 
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Broidering the teil wToiigb bj (lie High^ Uather. * 
Hedge-row lod bound — those fifeodly scrolls of Uw , — 
Lav, Hsd's sole gnirdiao ever since the lima 
Wbea theoldBrueD Age, iDsadaessuw 
Love Qj the world ! 

Now, througli the barmonions meads 
One glimmeriiig path , or lost ia forests, leads. 
Or tip the winding hill doth lahouring climb — 
The highway link oflaDdsdissever'd — glide 
The quiet rafts adown the plscid tide : 
Aodthrough the livHj fields, heard feiDt]}, goes 
The many sheep-bells' music — and the song 
Ofthe lone herdsman, from lis Toi'd repose. 
Bouses the gentle echo ! — Cabu , aloog 
The stream , gay hamlets crown the pastoral scene , 
Or peep through distant glades , or from the hill 
Hang dizzy down ! Han and the soil serene 
Dwell oeighhanrtike together — and the still 
Meadow sleeps peaceful round the mral door — 
And, ali-ramilisr, Wreathesandelusteiso'er 
The lowly casemeal, the green bough's embrace. 
As widi a loving arm, clasping the gentle place! 

Ohappy Peopleof theFields, nolyet 
Waken 'd to freedom from Ihe gentle will 
Oflhe mild Nature, atill content to share 
With your own fields earth's elementary law ' 
Calm harvests (o calm hopes the boundary set, 
Andpeaceftilasyourdaily labour, there, 
Creep on your careless lives! " 

Bntah! whatsteals 
Between me and Ihe scenes I lately saw — 



** Here the Poet (after a illglit idiI patilog ■iBoclition of Han'i more 
primiliie itale nilh ibe rural Iindicape before him) catcbea sight of tlw 
dislaot city; and, proeeeding lo idealise wbat be thug surveys, brfegi 
before (lie reader, Id a aeries of atriking and rapid imagn , tbeprogre*- 
slva cbaniei of ClvUiiation. — See PasLiaiicaRl HnAnxe, 
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A atnoger spirit a Btraoge world rcTciU , 
A world wilh meUiod , raoki , and orders rife — 
And rends the simple iiDltj of life. 
The vista'd Poplars ia Iheir long am; 
The measured pomp of social forms betray. 
That stately train proclaims the Baler nfgh ; 
And DOW the bright dome* glitter to the A j. 
And now from out the rocky kernel flowers 
ThehanghtjCiTT, withits thousondtowcrs! 
Tet though the Finns * back to Iheir wildi hate flown , 
Devotion lends Ihem loftier life la stone. 
Han with his fellow-mao mora cloself bound — 
The wortdwiihont begirt* and cramps him rooDd; 
Bat in that world within the widening soul , 
The nnpausing wheels in swifter orblla roll. 
Bee howthe iron powers of thoogbtful skill 
Areabapedand quicken'dbjlbefireofstcilit; 
Through contest great — through union greater still. 
To thousand haada a single soal gives life — 
In thoasand breasts a single heart is betting — 
Beats for the country of the common Close -> 
Beats for the old hereditary laws — • 
The earth ilselt made dearer by the dead — 
And by the gods (whom mortal steps are meeting). 
Come from their heaieo , large gifb on men to ^ed. 
Ceres, the plough — the anchor, Uercury — 
Bacchus, the grape — (he Sovereign of the sea. 
The horse; — theolitebrinp theBlae-e]'edlIaid— 
WhiIelowe^'dCybeleyokeBherlion-car, 
Entering in peace the hospitable gate — 
AGoddeBS-CiUzen[ 

All-blest ye are , 
Te Solemn MonuTnenIs! ye men and limes 
That did from shore to shore , aod stale to slate. 



M all Ui« wtlj rural 
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TranspUnl the braulT of bumaailT ! 
FoTth send br islands , from lbs gentler elimn , 
Their goodly freight — khe miDners and the arts- 
la Bimplfl courts the Patriarchal Wise 
Bj social Gates adjudge the noparchaaed rigfaL * 
To deathless Gelds the ardent hero flies. 
To guard the beartlis that saactif; the Bgfat ; 
And vomen from the valla, vith aoiious hearts 
Beating beneath the infanta nestled there , 
Watch the devoted band , till from their ej^ , 
In the far space , tbe steel-clad pageant dies -~- 
Tbea, faUingbj the altars, ponrtheprajer, 
Rt for the gods to hear — that worth may earn 
llie fame wbiehcrovDS brave Bonb that cooqner, and — return! 
- And fame was joats and conqnest ! — jet alone 
Fame — and not life retDrn'd : year deeds are knowD 
la words that kindle glory from tbe slooe. 
"TellSparta, we, whose record meets thine eye, 
Obey'd the Spartan laws — and here we lie!" ** 
Sleep soft 1 — year blood bedews the Olive's bloom. 
Peace BOWS its banests in the Patriot's tomb , 
And Trade's great iatercoorse at once is knowD 
Where Freedom guards what Labour makes its own. 
Tbe atnre River-God his watery fields 
Lendsio the raft; — her home tbe Dryad yields. 
Down falls the huge oak with a thunder-groan ; 
Wing'd by the lever soars the quickening stone; 
Up ttotD tbe shaft the diving Miner brings 
Hie metai-mass with which the anvil rings , 
Anvil and bammer keeping measured time 
As the steel sparkles vrilh each heavy chime : — 
The bri^t web round the danciDg spiodle gleams ; 
Safe guides the Pilot , through the worid of streams , 

* AllDdinglo the aneieal eaitom oradmioistering Law in the opra 
placet near the tovn gale*. 

" Herodotus. The celebrated epitaph od the Spartan lunulas «l 
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T)ieBbips UutiDterchinge, where'er the j roam , 

The weal tb of earth — theindustr; ofhome; 

High from Ihemistlbe gnrland-hanner wares. 

The Sail bears life upon the wiad it braves; 

Lire grows aad multiplies where liFfe resorts , 

Life crowds the Hasts — lire bostlestbroogb the Purls, 

And msD J a language the broad streets within 

Blends oa the woadering Ear the Babel and the din. 

And all the harvests of all earth, whate'er 

BotAfricnnrtares in its lurid air, 

OrArabj, Iheblestoneofthe Wild, 

Or the Sea's loaelf aad abaDdoned chjld 

Uttermost Thuli , — to one mart are borne , 

Aad the rich pleol; brims starr'd Amallhgei's bom. 

The nobler Genius prospers with the rest : 
Art draws its aliment from Freedom's breast; 
Hush'd into life , the pictured Image breaks , 
Waked b J the chisel , SlODe takes soul and ^wakl! 
Od slender Shafts a Heaven of Art reposes, 
And all Oljmpus one bright Dome encloses. 
Light as aloft we see the Iris spriag. 
Light as the arrow flying from Uie string. 
O'er thewide river, rusbiag to the Deep , 
The lithe bridge bonndetb with its air; leap. 

But all the while, best pleased apart lo dwell , 
Sits musing Science in its noiseless cell ; 
Draws meaning circles , and with patient mind 
Steals to the Spirit that the whole design'd , 
Gropes through the Realm of Hatter for iu Laws, 
Learns where the Uagnet or repels or draws. 
Follows the soQDd along the air, and flies 
After the lightning throngh the pathless skies. 
Seeks throngh dark Chance's wonder-teeming maie 
The Gniding Law wbicb regulates and sways. 
Seeks through the shilling evanescent shows 
The Central Principle's leteue repose. 
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Nov Blupe and toim — tbe hninaterial Thoo)^ 
Takes Trom th' Inveoted speakjr^ page sublime ; 
The Ark which Hind bia for its refuge wrought , 
Its DoaLing Archive dawn Ifae QoodsofTimi! 
Sent from the startled goxe the veil of Night , 
O'er old delasioas streams tbe davning Ughi : — 
Man breaks bis bonds — ah, blest conld he refrain. 
Free from the cnrb , lo scom alike the rein ! 
"Freedom!" shouts Beasoa, "Freedom!" wildDesire— 
And iigbt to Wisdom is to Fasaion fire. 
From Nalare'a check bunts forth one hnrlliug swarm — . 
Ah, snaps the anchor, asdescendathe storm! 
The sea mns monntains — vanishes the shore , 
The mast) ess wreck drifts endless ocean o'er; 
Lost, — Faith — man's polar Star ! — Dooghl seems lo itst 
The Bean's God , Conscience, darkens from the breast — 

Tel first the foalness of the slongh diseera , t 
From which to Freedom Nature seeks relarn. * ) 
Gone Truth from language, and fi^tm life, belief; 
Hie oath itself rots blighted lo a lie , 
On love's most solemn secrets, on the grief 
Orjo; that knits ibe Heart's familiar tie — 
Intrudes the Sjcopbant, and glares tbe spj. 
Suspected friendship from the soul is rent, 
The hnngr; treason snares the Innocent — 
. With rabid slaver, and devooriog fangs, 
Fast on his prej the FonI blasphemer hangs — 
Shame from the reason and the heart effkc'd , 
The thought is abject, and tbe love debes'd: 



' The twa lines in bnckeu are, after mnch beiiutioo, iDleipDliUd 
by (he Tnnelalor, in order lo maiotain ibe lenst, olherviie obscured, if 
not lost, by tbe abruptDess of Ihe transllion. Schiller hii already 
glaQMd al Iba French Bsvalulion, but he no* goes back to Ihe lime pre- 
eedtni it, and tbe roUewing line* panray Uie eanuptloo of the old 
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Deceit— OTruth, titf holy fealoKS Steals — 
Witches einoiiDD in its ciodid course — 
Betters what Mirth Dnconsctons); reveals , 
And desecrates Han's nature at Its soarce ; 
Andjet theTribQneJDStice cm debate — 
And ]te( the Cot of triDquil Union pnle — 
And jet a spectre which they call the Law , 
Slaads bj the Kingly throne , the croird to awe ! 
For years — for centuries , may the Mummies there , 
Hock the warm lire whose Ijiagshape they wear. 
Till Nature ooce more from her sleep awakes — 
Till to the dust the hollow fabric shakes 
Beoealb year baads — Avenging Powers sublime, 
Your heavy iron baads, NiiCBisiTTandTiKs! 

Then, assDmeTigrcssfromlhegraledblr, 
Bursts sadden , mindful ofherwastesafar, 
Deep in Numidian glooms — ^Bamanity, 
Fierce in the wrath of wretchedness and crime. 
Forth from the City's blaziug ashes breaks , 
And the lost Nature it has pined for seeks. 
Open ye walls and let the prisoner free ! — 
Safe to forsaken fields , back let the wild one Qcet 

But where am 1 — and whUher would I s^sy? 
The path is lost — the cleud-capt moan tain-dome , 
Tbereatabysses, to the diiiy sense, 
Behind, before me! Far and Tar away. 
Garden and hedgerow , the sweet Company 
OfFirids , familiar speaking of man's home — 
Yea, every trace of man — liehiddenfrom theeyc- 
Ooly the raw eternal Hattkr , whence 
Lifebads, towers roiind me — the grey basalt-stone , 
Tirgio'of human art, stands moliontess and lone. 
Hoaringly, through Iha rocky cleft, and under 
Gnarl'd roots of trees , the torrent sweeps in thunder — 
Savage the scene, and desolate and bare — 
FotmiofSchalrr. 10 
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Lo! where Ihe ugle , his calm wings QDfiirrd, 

Lone-hsltiDg in thesaliury air, 

Knits* to the vinit ofbeBveD this bill — the woridi 

No plamid wiad bears o'er the Dsdil soil 

One breath of man's desire, and care, and toil. 

Amiladeed alone, amidst th; charms, 

Nature — clasped once more within thine anna T — 

1 dreamed — and wake upon thf heart! — escaped 
From the dark phantoms which m; Fancj sbaped ; 
And sinks each shape of human strife and woe 
Down with th« Taponra to the lale betowl 

Purer! take mj life fVomlhf pure slirine, ' 

Sweet Nature ! — gladller eomes again to me 
The heart and hope of m; lost joDth divine! 
Both end and means, etemallj our will 
Varies and changes, and our acts are still 
TberepetiUons, maltipljed and stale, 
Of what hare been before us. Bnt with Thbi 
One ancient law , that will not wane or fail. 
Keeps heautf vernal In the bloom of Imlh! 
Ever tbe same , thon hoardest for Ifae man 
What to thj bands the infant or the jouth 
Trusted fkmlliar; and since Time began , 
TiiT breasts have nBrtnred, with impartiil love, 
The man^'-^bangiog ages I 

Look above. 
Around, below; — heneathdieself^aniebltte, 
Over the seir-aame green, eieraaUj, 
(Let man's slight changes wither as thef will,) 
All races which the wide world erwknew, 
Cniled, wander brother-like .' — Ah! see, 
Thb sein Of Homer bmilir dpoh us still ! 

• Kntii — Knli^yi. What a nibUma image ii 0Dava}ed In thai si^le 
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THE LAY OF THE BELL. 

"Tlini TOBo — Mortnoi pliogo — Pulgun fnDgo."* 

Fait, fnilsprisoD-wslUofeirlli, ' 

Awtils the monld of bakid claj'. 
Up , eomndes , np , and aid the birth — 
TbiBkll that shall be born to-dajl 
Who would faonoar oblaia , 
Wiih th« swat aod the pais , 
The praise that Han gives to the Masi«T,Piiiit bu j ! — 
But the bleRsing wllba) must descend frain on high I 

And well an earnest word beseems 

The work the earaesi hand prepares; 
lla load more liftit the labour deems. 

When sweet discoarse the labour shares. 
So lei US ponder — nor In vain — 

What strength can work when labour willa ; 
For who would not the fool disdain 

Who ne'er designs what he TuIGIbT 
And well it stamps our Human Bace , 

And hence the gift To UfDBHSTjtiii), 
Thai Han, with! d the heart should trace 

Whate'er he faahiana with the hand. 



From the fir the bgot lake , 

Keep II, heap ll bard and drj, 
Thai lite gather'd Dame ma} break 

trough the furnace , wroth and high. 

* "I call (be liting — I mourn tbeDead — I breili Ibe Lfgbtnlng." 
TbewWOTdiareinicribcdOn the Great Bell a( the Hinater of Scbi~ " 
len — alio on that of the Church oF Art near Luceine. There i>i5 
belief In Switierliud , that (he undulation o[ air. ciuied bf tha to 
a Ball, braks the electric fintd o[ a ihuoder-eloud. 
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When Ihe C0|i|iervi[hiD 
Seethes and giramers — tbe tin , 
Pour qaick, that the fluid that feeds the Bell 
Maj flow in Ibe rjghl course glib and irell. 

Deep bid witbia this netber cell , 

What Torce with Fire is moaldiiig thus. 
In loader airj lower sball dwelt , 

And witness wide and far olvt ! 
iLshall, iu later da]^, unfailing. 

Rouse many anHbar 10 rapt emotion; 
IISBolemn voice with Sorrow waiting, 

Or choral chiming to DeTOlion. 
Whatever Fate to Han may bring, 

Whatever weal or woe befall, 
That metal tongue shall backward ring 

The warning moral drawn from all. 

III. 
See tbe silvery bubbles spring ! 
' dood ! Ibe mass is melting now ! 
Let Ibe sails we duly bring 

Purge Ibe Qood , and speed Ibe flow. 

From the dross aud tbe scam , 

Pure, Ihe fusion mustcome; 

For perfect and pure we tbe metal must keep , 

Tballts voice may he perfect, and pure, and deep. 

Thatvoice, with merry musicrife, 

The cherish' d child shall welcome in; 
What lime the rosy dreams of life. 

In the first slumber's arms begin. 
As yet in Time's dark womb unwarning. 

Repose the days, or foul or fair; 
Andwaichiliio'er that golden morning. 

The Molber-Love's untiring care ! 



cCoogk 



148 

And *vlft lk« jcm like ■rrovs Rj — 

No nioK villi giris coDleat lo pit]' , 

Bound* the proud Boy upon his wajr , 

Slorms through loud life's Uimuliuoas pleunrts. 

With pilgrim sUff the wide world mMSureB; 

And, wearied vilh the wi»b to roam, 

Agalo seeks, Blraager-like , the Fa lb er- Home, 

And, lo, as some sweet visioD breaks 

Out from its native morning skiee. 
With rosjshatne on downcast cheeks. 

The Tirgio stands before his e jes. 
A nameless longing seizes bim ! 

From all his wild companions down; 
Tears, strange till then , hi* efH bedim; 

He wanders all alone. 
Blnsfaing, he glides where'er she move ; 

Her greeting can IranspoTt him ; 
To everj mead to deck his love , 

The happy wild flowers coarl bim ! 
Sweet Hope — and tender Longing — ye 

The growth of Life's Srst Ag« of Gold ; 
WbenlbeheaK, swelling, seemstosee ' 

The gates of heaven unfold! 
OLove, the beintiful and brief ! O prime, 
Glory, and verdure, oflife's summer lime [ 

Browning o'tr , the pipes ire simmering. 

Dip this wand of clay* within ; 
Iflike glass the wand be glimmering. 
Then the cast in g may begin. 
Brisk, brisk now, and see 
If the fusion Qow free; 
If — (bappyand welcome indeed were the sign!) 
Iflhe bard and the ductile Quited combine. 
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For itill where the stroog is betrothed to the weik , 
Atid the stem id iweet marriage it bleat with the meek , 

Rings the concord hannoDioDs, both lender and eironf: 
Sobeitwith thee, if Tor ever dp! led , 
The beirt to the heart flows in one , iDie-deiighted ; 

lIlDsioD is brief, but BepenUnce Is long, 

LoteIj, IhithererethejJjriagloB, 

Wiihhervirgiawreath, theBridel 
To ibe io<re~feast clearly lingiag , 

Tolls ihe cburcb-beil far aod wide! 
With that sweetest holfdaj, 

UasttbeUajofLife depart; 
With the ceslQS loosed — away 
Flies Illdbion from tKe lieart! 
Yet lore iiogers laoei j , 

When PissloD is male, 
And Ibe blossoms may onlf 

Give waj toihefrait. 
The Husband mast eaier 
Tlie hostile lifb , 
With strafe aad strife, 
Toplantor to watcb, 
TosDareorlosDstch, 
ToprajandimporlDne, 
Host wager aod veotare 
And haat down his forinae ! 
Then flows id a currenl the gear and the galo , 
And the giroers arc Gll'd with the gold ortbe gralo , 
Now « fird to the coart, aow a wing to tbe cenlret 
Within sits Aaother, 

the thrifty Housewlh; 
Tbemildone, Ibemother — 

Her home is her life. 
In its circle she rules, 
And the daaghters slie schools , 
And she cautions the bojs. 
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WiihabuMlingei 
And iditigeDtbaucI 

Emploj'd she emploja; 
GiTes order lo store , 
Aad the much makes Uiemore; 
Locks the chest and the wardrobe, «ith bvender smelllag 
And the hum oftbespladlegoes quick through the dwelling; 
And she hoards Id the presses, wellpoMsfa'd and full, 
TbesDOWortbe linen, th« shine of the wool; 
Blends the sweel with the giood , and (rom care and endeivoiu 
Bests never! 

Blithe the Master (where the while 
From his roofbe sees them smile) 

Ef es the lands, and counts the gain ; 
There, thebeamsprojectingfar. 
And the laden slore-house are. 
And the granaries bow'dtKneath 

, The blessed golden grain ; 
There, iaundulaliDgniolion, 
Ware the con-fields like an oeeau. 
Proud the boast Ibe proud lips breathe : — 
"Hf house is built upon a roek. 
And sees unmoved the storm; shock 

Ofwaveslhat fret below!" 
What chain so strong, what girlh so grpat. 
To bind the giant form of File? — 
Swift are the steps of Woe. 



Now the casting maj begin -, 

See the breach indented there: 
Ere we run the fusion in , 
- Hall — and speed the pious prajer ! 
Pulllhe hung out — 
See around and about 
'What vapour, what vapour — God helpns! — hisriienT — 
Ha ! the flame like a torrent leaps forth from its prison ! 
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Wbal friend is libalhe night of fire 
When man can vatch aod vieM tiie ire? 
Whste'er wesbapeorwork, we awe 
Siill 10 ibat beaveu-desceDded glow. 
But dreid the heaveD-d«8cended glov, 
Whenrroni their cbaJD its wild wings fto, 
When, where it listetb, wide and wild 
Sweeps the free Ptatare's free-bom Child ! 
When the Frantic One fleets, 

While no force can withstand , 
Through the populous streets 

Whirling ghastly the brand ; — 
For Ibe Element bates 
What Man's labour creates , 

And the work of his hand ! 
Imparlialiy out from the cloud , 

Or the curse or the blessing may fall '. 
Beoignanlly out from the cloud . 

Comelhedews, thereflversof all! 
Aveagingly out from the cloud 

Come (he levin , thebolt, andtbebaltl 
Hark — a wall from the steeple ! — altnid 
The bell shrills its voice to the crowd ! 
Look — lodf — red as blood 
All on high! 
It is not the daylight Ibat fills with its Qood 

What a clamour awaking 

Soars up Itirougb the street. 
What a hell-vapour breaking 

Rolls on through the street. 
And higher and higher 
Aloft moves the Column of Fire! 
Through the vistas and rows 
Like a whirlwind it goes. 
And the air like the steam from a fUrnice glows. 
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Beims are cnckliog — posts ire shnnkiog 
Walls are tJDkiog — wiodows cliaking — 
ChildreD crjiog — 
Motliera Oyiog — 
And Ihe busl (the bl(ck ruia jel smouldering nndeO 
Yells the howl oCilspiia and iis ghastly wonder! 
Rurrj and skarrj - awsj — away , 
The fape of Ihe night is as clear as daj ! 
As (he links in a chain , 
Again and ageia 
Flies the backet from hand to band ; 
High in arches up-rushing 
Theenginesaregushing. 
AodlheDood, asabeast on theprejlhstithound*. 
With a roaron [he breast ollhe element hounds. 
To the grain and the fruits, 
Through the rallers and beams, 
Through the barns and (he garners it crackles aPd Streams! 
As irthej would rend up (he earth from its toots, 
Bosh the Qames to (he sky 
Giant-high; 
And at length. 

Wearied out and despairing, man boTS to their strenglb! 
With an idle gaie sees ibeir wrath c 
And submits to his doaoi ! 
Desolate 
The place, and dread. 
For Blorms the barrenT)ed. 
In the blank voids that cheerful cl 
Comes to and fro the melancholy air. 

And sits despair ; 
And through the ruin , blackening in its sbroud 
Peers, asltOits, the melancholy cloud. 
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The loiterer Ukei — lleD tarns him lodepirt, 
And grt^MlhewaDdtrer'sslairaDdmiDS his heart; 
Whatever else the elemeai bereaves 
OaeblessiDgmore than dl it reft — it leaves, 
TbtfasB* that kt iomt! — He coaals them o'er , 
See — not one look is missing f>oiii Mot store! 



Now clasp'd the bell within the c\»j — 
The moDld the mingled metals fill — 
Oh, majit, sparkling into day. 
Reward the laboar and the skill ! 
Alas! shonld it fail. 
For the moald ma j be frail — 
And still with onr hope must be mingled the fear — 
And, ev'nnow, whilewespesk, the mishap msjr be near! 
To the darii womb of saered earth 
This labour of our bands 19 given, 
. Asseedsthat wait the second birth, 

And turn to blessings watch'd bj heaven 1 
Ah seeds, how dearer far than they 

We bnry in the dismal tomb. 
Where Hope and Sorrow bend to pray 
Hiat sans beyond the realm of day 
May warm them into bloom 1 

From the steeple 
Tolls the bell. 
Deep and heavy, 
Tbe death-knell I 
Guiding with dirge-note — solemn, sad, andslow. 
To the last home earth's weary wanderers know- 
It is that worship'd wife — 
II is that faithful mother!* 

o Ibe original. Id ronaUng lfa> rhyme in 
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Whom the dirk Prince of Shidom leads benighted , 
From tlial dear arm where oft she hang delighted. 
Far from diosebliLheeompanioDS, bom 
Ofher, and blooming in Ihelr mora; 
On whom , when couch'd her lieart abore , 
So often look'd the Hother-Lave ! 

Ah! renlthesweetHome'saDion-bind, 

Andnerer, never more lo come — 
She dwells williin the shadowy land. 

Who WIS the Mother of thai Home ! 
How oft thej miss that lender guide , 

The care — the watch ~ the face — the Motrku - 
And where she sale the babes beside , 

Sils with unloving looks — Amotbbh I 

While Ihe mass is cooUng now , 

Let the labour jield to leisure. 
As the bird npon the bough. 
Loose the travail to the pteaaore. 
When the soft stars awaken , 
Each task be foraahen! 
And the vesper-beii lulling the earth Into peace, 
If ibe master still loll, chimes the workman's i«leaae! 

Homeward from Ihe tadis of daj , 
Thro' the greenwood's welcome way 
Wends Ihewanderer, blithe and cheerlj. 
To the cottage loved so dearly ! 
And the eye and ear are meeting. 
Now, the slow sheep homeward bleating — 
Now, Ihe wontedshellernaar. 
Lowing the lusty-fronted steeri 
Creakingnow the heavy wain. 
Heels with the happy harveal grain. 
WhUe, withmany-colouredleaves, 
Glitters Ihe garlandon Ihe sheaves; 
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For Ihe momtt'e voik is donf , 
And tbe joang folkt' daoee began! 
Dcaerlstreft, and quiet mart; — 
Silence i« in the cilj'B heart; 
And Ihe social Upei ligbleth 
Eachdear face that HoNBunitdh; 
While the gale Ihe town before 
Huvil; swings wiUi sullen roar ! 

Though darkness is spreading 

O'er earth — the Upright 
AndlbeBonesI, undreading. 

Look safe oo il>e night — 
Which the evil man watches in awe , 
For the tjt of the Night is ihe Law ! 

Bliss-dower' d : diughterof ifaeskiM, 
Hail, holy Omiitit , whoseemplo; 
Blendsiike to like in light and jof — 
Bailderof cities, wtioofold 
Call'd the wild man from waste and wold. 
And, in uishul^ypreseDce stealing, 
Boused each familiar household feeling; 

And, bestofall thehappftles, 
The centre of tbe social band , — 
The Inttinel nftlie Falherlandl 
United thus — each helping each , 

Brisk work tbe countless hands for erer; 
Fornoughtitspower to Strength can teach. 

Like Emulalion and Endeaioar ! 

Thus link'd the master with the man , 

Each in his rights can each revere. 

And while they march in freedom's van, 

^ Scorn tbe lewd rout that dogs the rear ! 

To freemen labour is renown ! 

Who works — gives blessings and eoimnands; 
Kings glory in Ihe orb and crown — 
Be ours the glory of our hands. 
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I.oDg in these Trails — long may we greet 
Your roolfalls , Peace aod Concord sweet! 
DislSDttbedir, Oh! dislantfar, 
When (he rode border of trampling War 

Shall scare the sileoi rale; 
Aod vhere , 

Now the sweet heaven , when daj dolh leaTe 
The air. 

Limns its soft rose-hues on Ihe teil oFEie ; 
Shall the fierce war-brand tossing in the gale , 
From town and hamlet shake Ihe horrent glare! 

Now, itsdeatin'dtaskfulGU'd, 

Asander break the prisoo^monld; 
Let the goodly Bell we baild , 
Eje and heart alike behold. 
The hammer down heave , 
Till Ihe cover it deave: — 
For Dot till we shatter the wall of its cell 
Can ne lift from its darkoess and bondage the Bell. 
To break Ihe mould , Ihemaslerraa]', 
If skill'd the haod and ripe the hoar; 
But woe , wheo OD its fierj' wa; 
The metal seeks itself to ponr. 
Frantic and blind, with thunder-knell, 

G^loding from ils shattered home , 
And glaring forth . as from a hell, 

Behold the red Dealruclion come! 
When rages strengib Ihui has no reason , 
Tkmv breaks the moald before the season ; 
When numbers barsi what bound before, 
Woe to ibe Slate that thrives DO more! 
Tea, woe, when iDibeCiij'sheart, 
The latent spaik lO Dame is blown ; 
And Millions from their silence start. 
Toclaim, wiihoutagnide, theiroim! 
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Diieorduit howls Uie wtroing Bdl , 

Proclaiming discord vide iDd fir. 
And, boro ballhingsofpeicetD tell, 

Becamet the ghisUiest voice of vir : 
"Freedom! Equalltj!" — lo blood, 

Rash the roused people at tbeBoandl 
Tbrough street, hall, palace, roarstheflood, 

And banded murder dosee ronod I 
Theh^rgeaa-shapes, (thai womeo vere !) 

Jeatvilh the horrorB tbej sane)'; 
Thej hound — thej rend — thej mangle there — 
^As panthers with their prej I 
Nought reals to hallow — burst the ties 

oriife's sublime and reverent awe; 
Before the Vice the Tirlne flies. 

And Cniversal Crime is Law ! 
Man fears the lion's kingi; tread; 

Man fears the tiger's fangs of terror; 
AndstJII Ihedreadiiest of the dread, 

Is Uin himself in errorl 
No torch, ihongh lit from Heaven , illamn 

The BUnd ! — Whr place it in hie hand? 
It Ugfals not him — it but coniumes 

The Citf and the Land! 

Rejoice and land the prospering skies! 
The kernel bursts its husk — behold 
From the dull cla; the metal rise. 
Fare-shining, asasiar ofgold! 
Neck and lip, but as one beam. 
It langhs tilie a snn-beam. 
And even the scutcheon, clear-graven, shall tell 
That the art ofa master has fashion'd tbe Bell! 
Come in — come in 
tSf merrj men — we 'II form a ring 
The new-born labour chrisleoing; 



c.an:a(,GoOgk 



I5g 

And " Concord " we will name li«! — 
To union max ^^ bearl-rell call 

In brother-IOTe etione ns all ! 
Hai she the destined glorj wiu 

For which the master soaght to frame her — 
Aloft — (all earth's eiistence nnder ,) 

Id blae~-paviliou'd heaven afar 
To dwell — the Neighbour of the Thunder, 

The Borderer of the Star! 
Be hers iboTe a laice to raise 

Like those bright hosts in fonder sphere, 
Who, while Ifaef move, their Makerpraise, 

And lead around the wreathMyeirl 
To solema and eternal things 
We dedicate her lips sublime I — 
As hourly, calmly, on she swings — 

FauD'd by the fleeting wings of Timet — 
No pulse — no heart — no feeling hers' 

She lends the waruing voice to Fate; 
And still companions, whiiesbestirs, 

Hie changes of ibeHnman State! 
So may she teach ns , as her tone 

Batnowso mighty, meltsaway — 
That etTtfa no life which earth has known 

From the last sllenee can delay! 

Slowly now the cords DpbeaTe her ! 

From her ee'rlh-grave soars the Bell ; 
Hid the airs of Heaven we leave her! 
In the MnsEe-Beabn to dwell! 
Up — upwards — yet raise — 
She has risen — she sways. 
Fair Bell to our city bode joy and increase , 
And oh, maylhy Qrstsoandbeballow'dto — Pbacb 

■ Writlan in the lime of the Freaeh war. 
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Ih "The Walk" w« hiT« itto Ihc pngmi ef SoDfei} — in "The 
B«ll" we hna the La; of the lifd oman. Tbi* is tbe crovning Flower 
otthitgartapdotHumiiul;, Hhicb, la buGulUire-Hlitoricpoentg, (be 
hand of Schiller bMenlwined. InEngUnd, "TheLajor tbeBell" has 
been Ihc beat known of Ibe Poel's camposilions _ oul of lb« Drama. It 
hai beea the raiourile aubjecl leUcled bj bis IrsniUiors ; to sa; Dotbiiig 
o[ atheri (more KCent, hul *ith which , we own we ere uniGquaiated}, 

tU beauiiea (o the Eogligb public; and hid it been posaibie Ui amil Crom 
our collection a poem at anch iiupDrtaoee, we would wilUn^y haie de- 
clioed the task which suggeita comparisoni diudvaDlagpoua toounelies. 
The idea of tbia poem bad lo^ beon revolved by Scbillci.* He weal 
often to a bcU-rotiadry, to make hiiDselttborout[bIj mister of the me- 
ehinical proceit, wbich be has applied to purposes so ideal. Even fiom 
the time in which be begin the actual composilion of the poem, two 
leers elapsed before It was coinpleled. Tbe work profited b) the deli}, 
and as the Poet is generally clear in proporllon to bis entire familierity 
with bis own design , so of all Schiller's moral poems this Is tbe moit in- 
telligible lo (he ordinary underslinding; perhaps the more so, because. 
as one of his Commentators has remarked, tbe pdncipat ideas and ima- 
ges be has already eipressed la his previous writings, and liis mind wai 
thus Tree to give itself up mare to the form (ban (0 tbe thought. Still ve 
think (hat the symmetry and ancnai of [he composition bare been indis- 
, criminalelj paneEirised. As the Lay of Life, it begins with Birth, and 
when it arrives al Death , it has reached its legitimate conclusion. Ths 
reader will observe, al the setenth strophe, that there is an abrupt and 
final break in the indlTldual interest Which has bilhertg connected Ibe 
several portions. Till then , he has bad before him Ibe prominent figure 
of a single man — the one representative of human life — whose baptisui 
tbe Bell has celebra(ed, whose youlh, wanderings, return (o his falberi 
bouse, love, marriage, prosperity, mlsfonunes, to the death of tbe wife, 
have carried on the progress of the Poem ; and (bis leading figure then 
recedes altogether from the scene, and the remainder of (he Poem, till 
(he ninth atania, losing sight altogether of inrfiBidiuil life, merely repeats 
tbe purpose of "The Walk." and confounds ftselfin lllustritiona of ta- 
cts' life in general. Tbe piclure of Ibe French Bevolution, (hough ad- 
mirably done. Is really not only an episode in the main design, but is 
merely a copy of that already painted , and set in its proper place, in (he 
Uislorleal Poem of " The Walk." 

• SeeLlfeotScbiller, by Madame von Woliogen. 



But sbatcvcT vefgbt may ba ituched, wh«lheT lo thig •bjeelloa or 
to olbers wbicb we bare leeo citeirhere orfed, (he "boii Ego pincis 
•ITcDdar maculii" may, indeed, be veil applied to a Poem lo replete 
irilh Uie bigbeit eicelleocei, — ao original ia coneeptiDn — bo Full al 
fathoi , spirit, and taiieljr in iii plan — and ao complete in its mattery 
•TCI [orm and language. . ■ ■ Mucb ot lis beauty muil eicape in transla- 
tion, eren ir as Engllata Schiller mre bimaeir the Irinslalor. For that 
beauty which belongs to form — the " curlaii felieitaa lerborum " ~ ia 
always uatraaslaleible. Witness Ihe Odea of Haiace, the greater pan 
or Goelbe'B Lyrics, and the Choruses at Sophocles. Though the life ol 
Han is pourlrayed, it is the life of i Gtrmat man. Tbe wanderings, 
or appientlceship, or the youth, are not a familiar feolure in our own 
civilisation; the bustling bousewife is peculiarly German; so is the inci- 
dent of Ihe Sre — a misfortune Tery common in parts of Germany , and 
which the sound of the church-bell proclaims. Thus (bat peculiar 
charm which beloogs lo the reeognilion of familiar and household Ima- 
ges, in in idesl and poetic form, must be in a great measure lost to a 
foreigner. Tbe Ihoughl, too, ■( Ihe end ~ tbe prayer For Peace — is at 
■ local and tempnrarj nature. It breathed die wish of all Germany, 
during tbe tour years' war wilb France, and was, at the date of publica- 
tion— like all temporary allusions — a stioug and elTective close, to be- 
come, after tbe interest of the allusion ceased , comparatWely feeble and 
Don-uniTeraal. These la tier obseriati on i are made, not In depreciation 
at the Poem, bnt on behalf of it; to show that it baa beauties peculiar to 
(be language It was written in, and tbe people it addressed, of which It 
mustbe despoiled In (ranalalioD. 



THE POETBT OF LIFE. 

" Who wotflii himself wilb shadows entertaiti , 
Or gitd his life wiih lights that shitie in vain, 
Or narse false hopes that do bat cheal the true? — 
Though wilh my dream my heaven shoald be resigo'd — 
Though the tree-pinian'd soul that once coold dwell 
Id Ihe large empire of the Possible, 
This work-day life with irna chains may bind , 
Yet Ibus the mastery o'er ourselves we God , 
Potm, e/ SchltttT. \\ 
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And Bolemn duly to our *cU decreed. 

Meets «s tbae tator'd in Ibe bovT or need , 

With a more sober and sabmiBsive mind ! 

How froQl Necessitj — ;et bid thy jonlh 

ShnD the mild role of Kfe's calm sovereign, Tralb." 

So speali'Bt Ihos , friend, how stronger far than 1; 

Aa from Eiperience — that aura pari serene — 

Tbonlook'fili — andslraighl, a coldness vraps the dj. 

The summer glory withers from the scene. 

Scared by the solemn spell; behold Ihemflj, 

The godJ ike images that seem'd so fair! 

Silent the playful Mnse ~ the rosj Hours 

Halt in their dance; and the May-hrealhiog flowers 

Fall from the sister-Graces' waving hair. 

Sweet-moath'd Apollo breaks his golden lyre, 

Hermes, Ihewand with manya marvel rife; — 

Theveil, rose-woven, by the yonng Desire 

WiUi dreams, drops from tbe hueless cheeks of Life. 

The world seems what it u — A Grave ! and Love 

Casts down the bondage wound his eyes above , 

Aiid*w«/— He sees but images of clay 

Where he dream'd gods; and sighs — and ^idesaway. 

The youngnessoftheBeautifal grows old, 

And on thy lips the bride's eweet Idss seems cold ; 

And in the crowd of joys — upon thy throne 

Thou sltl'st in state , and hardenest into stone. 



THE ANTIQUE AT PABIS. 

Wbat the Greek wron^t, the vanning Frank may gain, 

Andwaft (he pomp ofBellas to the Seine; 

His proud museums may with marble groan , 

And Gallia gape on Glories not her own ; 

But ever silent In the ungenial Halls 

Shall stand the Statues on their pedestals. 
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Bj him alone the Mases are possMt, 

Who virms them from the marble — at his breast; 

Bright, to the Greek, from stODe each goddesi grew — 

Tanilalg, each goddess is but siotie to yoii I 

THE MAID OF ORLEANS. 

To flannt the fair shape oF Humanity, 

Lewd Uockerjdragg'd thee through Ihemlre ft trod.* 
Wit wars with Beauty eTcrlasIiDgly — 

Teams for no Angel — worships to do God — 
Views the heart's wealth , to steal U as the thief — 
AssailsDelnsion, but to kill Belief. 
Yet the Ime Poetry — herself, like thee. 

Sprung from the yonnger race, a shepherd maid. 
Gives thee her birthright of Divinity , 

Thy wrongs in life in her star-worlds repaid. 
Sweet TIrgin-TypeofThoughi, pure, brave, aodhigh 
The Heart created thee — thoD canst net die. 
The mean world ioves to darken what is bright , 

To see to dust each loftier image hrooghl ; 
Bat fear not — souls there ore that can delight 

Id the high Hemoryand the stalely Thonght; 
To ribald mirth let Momns roose the mart. 
But forms more noble glad the nobl»heart. 



[It VM objected to Schiller'i "WaileDileln," Ibal he bid aulTere 
Thtkia to disappear from the Plaj without tnj clear Iptlmalion of hi 
fate. These alaaias ara hii anawer to lbs obJeeUon.] 
WHERitamIT whither borne? From thee 

As soars my Heeting shade above t 
Is not all being closed for me , 
Aod over life and love? — 
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Wouldst ask , vhere wing their fligiht an 

The NIghtbirds that^nnptnred air 
Wilb Mosic'a soal in bippr Haj? 

Bot while they loTed — Lbej were ! 
And have I found ihe Lost again? 

Th, I wilhhimatlsstamwed; 
Where hearU are never reot in twain, 

And tears are never shed. 
There , will Ihoa End as welcome tfaee , 

When thr life to onr life shall glide : 
Mf father , * too , from sin set free , 

Nor Mnrlher at his side — 
Feels ^re, that no delnsion won 

His bright faith to the starrf spheres; 
Each faith (nor least the boldest one) 

Still towards the Hoi; nears. 
There word Is kept with Hope; to wild 

Belief a lovelftrnthb given! 
Odaretoenanddreainl — ths child 

Has imtiDcls of the BeaTes ! 



W1LLUH TELt. 



Ih that fell strife , when force with force engages, 
And Wrath stirs bloodshed — Wratb with bliodrold ejes — 

When, inidsl the war which raving Faction wages. 
Lost in the roar — the voice of Instice dies , 

' WallenileiD: — IheneitiUnia lUude* to bis betJeTiD Astrolop;!; 
— of which luch beautllal luei have been made by Schiller la hli lalemn 
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When but Tor license, Sin theBhiTneless, rages, 

Agaiosl IheHolj, whea tbe Wilful rise, 
When lost Ihe Anchor which makes NalioDg slroDg 
Amidst the storm , — there is do Uieme for song. 

But vheh a Race , tendiug by rale and hi)! 

FreeSockB, conlented willi its rude domain — 
Bursts Ibe bard bandage vith its own great will , 

Lets ftU the svord when once it rends the cluiu , 
And, flush'dwilhVictorj, can be human stilt — 

There blest the strife , and then loapired Ibe strain, 
Such is m; theme — to thee not strange , 't Is true , 
Tbou in the Great mdsI never find tbe Nev ! * 



ARCHIMEDES. 
To Arehlmedes once a scholar ctme , 
"Teachme," hesaid, "tbeAit thatironlhTfiiiae; 
The godlike Art which gives such boons to toil, 
And showers sacb fruit upon ibj native soil; — 
The godlike Art thai girt the town when all 
Rome's vengeance burst in thunder on Ihe wall ! " 
"Thou call's! Art godlike — it is so, in truth. 
And was," replied tbe Master to the jouth, 
"Ereyetits secrets were applied to use — 
Ere jet it served beleaguered Syracuse : — 
Ask'st thou fhim Art, bntwhattheArtiswortht 
Thefniitt — Tor fruit go cultlrate the Earth. — 
He who the goddess would aspire unto. 
Must not Ihe goddess as the woman woo ! " 

■ Tbe caocluding point ia Ibe original reqairea aome par 
tniuUtiau- — Scbiller'a linei are — 

Und solcb ein Bild dar( ich dir fraudig leigen 
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Tboo, of the nobler Uottier CbUd degeoerile; — all the vbtle 
That wilh the Bomao's Might didst match the Tjrian's craft; gaile; 
The one thro' strength svbdued the earth ~~ that bf its strength it 

Thro' cuDDiog earth the other stole, aod bj the caDDing Bchoord — 
With iron as the BomsD , Ihoo (let History speak) didsigaiD 
The empire which with gold thoti as the Tjrlao didst iDatDlaiD. 



COLUUBUS. 

Steeh 00 , bold Sailor — Wit ma} mock thy soul that sees the 

And hopeless at the belm maj droop the weak and wear; hand , 
Ybtetbh — ETBRTOTBE West, for there the coast most lie. 
And dim It dawDS and glimmering dawQS before thy reason's eye; 
Yea , trust the gQidlog God — and go along the Qaating grave , 
Though hid tUI now — yet now , behold the New World o'er the 



HjEMA. • 
THEBeautihil, that men and gods alike subdues, maatperish; 
For piiy ne'er the iioD breast of Stygian Jove *■ shall cherish ! 
Once only — Love, by aid of Bong, the Shadow-Sovereign Ihrall'd, 
And at the dreary direshold be again the boon recall'd. 
Not ApbroditJt's heavenly tears to love and life restored 
Her own adored Adonis, by the griesly monster gored ! 

* 2*".'' *" ^* goddei* o[ ruQuala — and luoeral longi wtre 
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Not all Ihs art of Thelia uved ber god-like hero-90D , 

Wbea, railing b; IheScsan gale, hisrsce ofglory run! 

But farlJi sbe came, with all the ny mphs of Nereus, from the deep, 

AroDnd the silence oFtheDeidIo sorrow and 10 weep. 

See tears are sbed hj every god and goddess . to survey 

How soon the Beaniirul is past, (be Perrect dies awaj ! 

Tet noble sounds tbe voice oF wail — and woe the Dead can grace; 

For never wail and woe are heard Ut moura above the Base ! 



JOYE TO HEBCCLE9. 



THE IDEAL AND THE ACTUAL LIFE. 

In Sebiller'a Poem ot "Tbe Ideal," ■ trtnslalloD ol obicb bas 
■Ireadf be«a preienled to tbe reader, bui wbieh was conpoied subse- 
quently to "tbe Ideal and Ibe Actual," Ibe prevailing aentiroent f> ot 
tlMl simple palfaos vhteh canceme home to every man «ha tii mourned 
for Tmtb, and the illusions wbicli belong to it — 



But "The Ideal and tbe Actnal" is purely pbilosophical; > poim "in 
wbich," «a;s Hormeister, "every object lad epilliet tiis ■ meUpbyiical 

bacb^ground." Schiller himaolf wis ivare of iu obscurity to tbe gene- 
ral reader; he desirei Lbat even tbe lefiDing Rumboldl "sboutd read il 
Id ■ kind of holy slillnesa — and baoish, during tbe medilalion it required, 
all Ibat was profane." Humboldt proved himself worthy o( Lheae iastruc- 
lions, by Ibe eathusiastie idmlrilion with nhieh tbe poem inspired him. 
Prevloua to it) compoiillon, Schiller had been employed upon philoio- 
phical inquiries, especially bis "Lellen on the fslbetic Education of 
Man ; " and ot these Letters it is truly observed , thai (he Poem Is ths 
erowning P!o*er. To Ihoie acquainted vith Scbillar's pbllesopbical 
woriia and views, Ibe poem is therefore less obscure; In Its severe com- 
preuion such readers behold bul Ibe poetical eptlome ot Ihougfala the 
deplh of which they have already sounded , and ihe coherence of which 
Ibey bate already ascertained — Ifaey recogoiie a familiar symbol, where 
Ihe general reader only perplexes himself in a riddle. 
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Titfaoul taWriof 1b(o dliqautlioni , out of pUee In lUi InnsliliAB, 
ind Citiguiag to thaic who desire fD a collection of poemi to eo^y tb» 

Soetieil — nol lo be bewildered by ihe ibslracl — wo ihall merely pre- 
lee the paem, wilb the belp or Setailler't earn menU tors, by i ahortana- 
lyii* or the generil design ind megoing, so illeaitu to beilitata lb* 
TOider'f itiutji of tiiia remirluble poem — study il will require , aod well 

repay. 

The Poem begiog , SIidli lit, with the dactnoewUck Schiller hat 
oflen inculcated, Ibat to Man there reals but the cboice between the 
pleaiures of leoEE, and Ibe peace of tbe loul ; but bolh are united in [be 
life of the Immartals , tii. , Ihe bigher ordera of being. Stania 2od. — 
Still It may bs oura M aiuin, even on eartb . to iht< loClier and holier life 
— provided we can raiae ounelves beyond malerial objecla. Stania 
Int. — The Fates can only Infiueoee tbe body, and the (hiagg of lime ami 
matter. But. safe from the ehangei of matter and of life, the Plato nis 
Irchetype, Farm, boten in the realm oflhe Ideal. If we can aieend lo 
thii realm — in other worda, to the domain of Beanty — we attain 
(Stania 4tbl to the perfection of Humanity — a perfeclion onlf found in 
the Immaterial formi and ihadowa of ibal realm — )et In which, as id 
the Godi, Ibe teutual and the intellectual powers are united. In the 
Actual Life we ilrive for a goal we cannot reach; in tbe Ideal, ths goal 
la atlaioable, and Ihere efforl is victory. With Sunia Slh begini Ifae an- 
lithesia , which is a kejr to Ihe remainder ~ an intitbesla conalanlly ba^ 
lancing before ua tbe condiltons of ths Actual and the privileges of th« 
Ideal. Theldeai la nolmeanl to relax, but lo brace us for ibe Actual Life. 
From the lilter we cannot escape; but when we begin to flag beneath 
the sense of our narrow limits, and Ihe diFBcullies of the path, Ihe eye, 
tleadfasily Died upon the Ideal Beamy alofl, beholds Ihcre Ihe goal. 
Btania Sih. — In Aclual Life, Strength and Courage are Ihe requisite* 
for (access, and are doomed lo eternal ilruggle; bnl [Slania Tlh) in the 
Ideal Life, struggle eiislsnol; the stream, glidiog far from its rocky 
tourcei, la tmoolhed to repose. Stania Slh. — In the Aclnal Life, u 
long as the Arilil still has to conlend wilh matter, be must itrire and 
labour. Truth is only elicited by loll — the stalue only wakens from the 
block by the slroke of the chisel; but when (Slinia 81b) he has onee 
aebiered Ihe idea of Beauty — when once he has elevated Ihe malerial 
marble into form — all trace of his human oeediness and frailly ia toal, 
■u^hisworkaeems the child of Ihe soul. Slania «b. — Again, in the 
Actual world, Ihe man whoifWuu for Virtue, Bnda eiery sentiment and 
erery actioa poor compared lo Ihe rigid standard of the abstract moral 
law. But if (Slania 3 Ih), instead of (Irivm; for Virtue, merely from Ibe 
cold sense of duly, we live that life beyond the tenses, In which Virtae, 
becomes aa il were natural lo us — in which iu behests are aened , net 
through duly but inclinalion — then the gulf between man and the moral 
law Is filled up; we take tbe Godhead, BO to speak, inlo our will; and 

Fioally, in Actual Life, sorrows, whether our own, or Ihoae with which 
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wBsrmpilbiie, inMrriblcfnilpoimful; bnl (SOnia illh) <n Ibeldei. 
World out Sorrow his lU plnaares. We contempliLe the Urilhing) of 
IhB Liocoon in marble, with delight ia the grealness of Art — not vith 
■ngulsb Tor the lOlTeriiij, but with Tsaeritian for lbs grmdeur with 
which tbe lulTering ii idealiied by the Artist, or cipreued b; the subject. 
Oner the pain of Art intiles tbe Ueaveu of tbe Uoral world. Stiniii lllb 
and llita. — Han Ibus aspiring to the Ideal , ia compared lo the Mylblcal 
HerculFB. in lb e Actual world be must aulTer lod mitat toil-, bulwbea 

■eparale the llorlil [rom the Immortal , the malerial droai sinks down- 
ward, the apirit loara aloft, and Hebe (or Eternal Youth) pours out 
nectar ai to the Gods, If the reader will have Ibe patienea to compare 
the abate iBalysis with the aobjoined leraioa (in which the TraDalalor 
haa alao lousbt to render the general senae aa Intelligible as poaaible), 
be will probably And little dilficuliy in clearing np tbe AuLbor'a meaning. 



For eter fair, for ever calm ADd bright, 
Life Dies on plumage , zephjr-ligbt, 

For Ihoee vha on the OljrapiiD hill rejoice — 
Hoons wane , and races vither to the tomb , 
And 'mid thenaiversalniiD, bloom 

Tbe rosf dajs of Goda — 

WithUan, the choice. 
Timid and aDiiom, heai (at ea between 

The Muse's pleaaareaad tbe soul's content; 
While OD eelestial brows , aloft and sheen. 

Tin beams of both are blent. 



Seeli'st thou on earth the life of Gods to share, 
'Safe in the Eealm of Death? — bevare 

To pluck the fruits that glitter to thine e;e ; 
Conlenl tbTselC.witb guing on their glow — 
Short are die jofs Possession can bestow, 

And in Possession sweet Desire will die. 
T was not the ninefold chain ofwaves that bound 

Thfdaughler, Ceres, to the Stygian river — 
Shepluck'd ibefrait oftheQnboljgroand, 

And so — was Hell's (or ever ! 
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The Wetrers of the Web — the Fates — but swa j 
Tbe matter and the things ofdaj; 

Safefromeachcbange that Time to Matter giTCS, 
Nature's blest plajmaie, free at will lostraj 
With Gods a god , amidsltheSeldsofDaf, 

TbeFonu, tbeAscRBTrPE, * sercDel; lives. 
WODld'sl IboQ soar heavenward on its jo joua wing? 

Cast rrom thee, Earth, the bitter and the real , 
Higfa from Ibis cramp'd and dungeoD being, spring 

Into tbe Realm of the Ideal ! 



Here, bathed, Perhclioa, in Uij purest ray. 
Free irom the clogs and taints ofclaj, 

Hovars difine the Archetypal Uan ! 
Dim as those phanlom ghosts oflife that gleam 
And wander voiceless hj tbe Stj'gian stream, — 

Fair as it stvids in fields Eljsian , 
Ere down to Flesh the Immortal doth descend : — 

If doabKOI ever in tbe Actoal life 
Each contest — hvre a TJctorf crowas Ibe end 

Of everj nobler strife. 



Not from tbe strife itself to set Ibee free , 
But more to nerve — doth Viclorf 

Wave her rich garland from the Ideal clime. 
Whate'er thj wish , the Earth bas no repose — 
Life slill must drag thee onward as it flows , 

Whirling thee down tbe dancing sarge of Time. 
But when the coarige sinks beneath the dull 

Sense ofits narrow limits — on Ihesoul, 
Bright from the hill-lops of Ibe Beanlirul , 

Bursts Ibe attaioid goal ! 

* "IHsGasialt" — Form, the Pii Ionic ArcheiTpe. 
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If worth Ih; vUle the glorj and the strife 
Which Are the lisls of Actual Life — 

The ardcDt nish lo fortnee or to hme , 
In the hDI field where SlrenglhaDdTdDnrue, 
And rolls the whirling Ihuoder of the cir. 

And the world, bretthleM, eyes the glorious game — 
Then dare aod strife — the prize cao bat beloog 

Tohiiu whole *alour o'er his tribe pretsiU; 
lolifethe tictory oalf crowDsUiestroDg — 

He who Is feeble (ails. 



BotLife, whose source, b; cragsaronDdilpil'd,* 

Chafed while confia'd, foams fierce aad wild, 
Glides soil and smoDlh when once its streams eipand. 
When its WATes, glassing in (heir silver plaf, " 
Aurora blent with Hesper's milder raf. 

Gain Ihe still BKAUTircL — that Bbadow-Laod ! 
Here, contestgrowsbat ialerchaogeorLove, 

Ail carb is bat the bondage of the Grace; 
Gooe is each foe , — Peace Toids her wings abote 

Her DBtite dwelling-place. 



Wheo, through dead stone to breathe a soal oHight, 
With the dull matter loanite 

The IciDdling genius, some great sculptor glows; 
Behold him Btraining ever; nerve intent — 
Behold how, o'er the subject element. 

The statel; Thodsht its march laborions goes ! 
For never, save to Toil untiring, spoke 

The UDwilliog Truth from her mysterious well — 
The statue only to the chisel's stroke 

Waltes from its marble cell. 
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But onward to th« Sphere otBeraly ~ go 
Oavird, OChildoFArt! ind, lo. 

Out orihe matter which lb j pains codUo] 
The Statue springs ! — not as with labour wrnog 
From the bard block, hat ■« from Nothing sprnog — 

Aiij and light — theol^pringof th«aonl! 
Tbepanga, thecares, the wearj toils it coij 

Leave not a trace whea once the work is done — 
The Artist's human fraill; me^^ and lost 

In Art's great victorj woo ! * 

irhamao Sin coorroota die rigid law 
Of perfect Truth and Tirtue,** awe 

Seizes and saddens thee lo see how fkr 
BejoDdthj reach, PerFection; — if we test 
Bj the Ideal of the Good, the best. 

How mean our efforts and our actions are ! 
This space between the Ideal of man's soul 

Aad man's acbteTemeDl , who hath ever past? 
Ad ocean spreads between us and that goal. 

Where anchor ne'er was cast ! 



Bulllf the boundary of the Senses — live 
The ideal litt free Thought can give; 

Aod, lo, Uieguirshaii vanish, and the chill 
Oftbesoulls Impotent despair be gone! 
And with divlniljthoo shares! the throne, 

Let but diviniif become thy will ! 

* Mors lileraltr Irins1>l?ii tbaa hj the Anlhor of the Arlicl 
Schiller In ibtFortigii onrf Cahiu-I Rtcita , July, 1S43 — 
"Ibence all wilneaseE Tor ever biuished 
or poor Human Nakedneaa." 
" Ths Law, )'. (. tbe Kantian Ideal of Trulh and Virlue. This tl 
and (b< neil embadj, porhapa with aome eigggenlion,. the Ka 
•lactnne of morilltj. 
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Scorn nottheLiiv — peraiitiUirontwDil 
The sense (it eaoDot chaio the soul) lo thrall. 

Lei man no more the will of Jove withsUad ,* 
And Jove the bolt lets fall I 



If, iDlhewoesof AetQalHamaaLife — 
If thou eould'st see the serpent strife 

Which the Greek Art has made divioe in stone — 
Conld'st see the writhing limbs, the lliid cheek , 
Note everf pang, and hearken everj shriek 

Of some despairing lost Laoeoon , 
The human nature would thjselFsnbdue 

To share the human woe before thlue eje — 
Th; cheek would pale , and all thy soul be true 

To Han's greai Sfoipathj. 



But in the Ideal Healm, aloofandfar, 
Where Ihe calm Art's pure dwellers are , 

Lo, the Laocoon writhes, but does nolgroaa. 
Here, no sharp grief Ihe high emotion knows — 
Here, suffering'sselfis made divine, and shows 

The brave resolve of the firm soul alooe : 
Here, lovelf as the rainbow on Ihe dew 

Of the spent thunder-cloud , lo Art is gtveo , 
Gleaming through Griers dark veil , the peaceful blue 

Of the sweet Uoral Heaven. 



So, inlhegloriousparable, behold 
How, bow'd to mortal bonds, of old 
Life's drearf path divine Alcides iiod ; 

* "Bat In God'i ligbl submissioD is cannnaiid." 
onata," by the Rev. F. Hodgion. Quoted io Fotiign und Caloniat 
bUu, IuIj, IBU; Art. Schiller, p. 21. 
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The hydn md ihe lioD were his prey , 
And la restore ItM Mend he loied to-dt; , 

He weal nndioiiled to the black-bnnr'd God; 
And all the tormeDts end the lebonra lore 

Wrolh JanoBeat — the meek nujestieODe, 
VithpatleDtspiritaadaDqiuiliDg, boTe, 

Dniil the cmme was ma — 



Unta the God east down hi* gart) of da;. 
And rept in hallowing flame awaj 

The mortal part from the divine — to soar 
To the uopjreal sirl Behold him spriog 
BUthein the pride o( the DnwoDled wieg. 

And the dnll matter (hat confiaed berore 
Sinks downward , downward, downward as a dreua ! 

Olympian hjmng receive the escaping soul , 
And smiling Bebe, from Ibe ambrosial stream. 

Fills for a God tbe howl ! 



THE FATOCB OF THE MOMENT. 
OMcsmore, then, wemeel 

In the circles of jore; 
Let onr song be as sweet 

In its wreaths as before. 
Who claims the first place 

In the tribute of song? 
The God to whose grace 

All onr pleasures belong. 
Tboagh Ceres maj spread 

AH her gifts on the shrine , 
Though tbe glass roaj be red 

With tbe biDsh of the vine , 
What boots — if the while 

Fall no spark on Ihe hearth ? 
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If Ihe heart do not smile 

With Ibe iDstinct of mirth ? — 
Fromtheclonds, from God's breast 

Host our happiness faU , 
'Hid the blessed , inostblmt 

IsiheMoHBNTofall! 
Since Creation began 

Aii Ibat moctals have vronebt, 
Ali that 's godlike in Man 

Comes — the flash of a Tlioaght 1 
For ages the stone 

In the qnair]' ma j lnri( , 
An instant alone 

Can suffice to the work ; 
An impulse give birib 

To the child of (he soul , 
AglaDcestamp thewonli 

And (he fame of the whole.* 
On the arch that she boildeth 

From SDobeams on high , 
As Iris just gUdeth, 

And fleets from the slij, 
Soshineth, sogloometh 

Eacb gift that is ours ; 
Thelightningiliameth — 

The darkness detours! " 



"And ETC amiQ hath power to sa;, 'heboid,' 
ThejmofDarkneMdodefODrilup, 
So quick bright Ihinga come to oonlUsion." — Siakiifubi. 
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THE FOBTDNE-FAVOUttED. 

lie rtnei la Ihe oiigiul «r (hit P««m ire placed m ■ 

t'l atiUiB la Ihe Libr«r] it Weimar. The Poet daei not 

[lol whit is vulgirly meinl by [he Gifl) orFortuoe; hs 

ftvourite idea othii, ibat, whatever is reallir lublima 

) Treely down from Heaieoi and vindicalei (ha 



whom Ibey are denied.] 

Ab ! hippj He , upon irhose birth each God 

Looks down in love , whose earliest sleep the bright 

Idalii cradles , vhase joung tips the rod 

Of eloquetit Hemes kindles -^ to whose ejes, 

Scarce wabea'd jtl, Apollo stealB io light, 

Wbileoo imperial browsJove sets the seal of niigbt I 

Godlike the lot ordaio'd far bim to share , 

He wins the garland ere he nms the race ; 

He learns life's wisdom ere be knows life's c«re , 

And, without laboiirvanquish'd, smiles the Grace. 

Grealis the man, I grant, whose Strength of iniDd, 
Self-shapes its objects and subdites the Fates — 
Virtaesabdues the Fates, bat cannot bind 
The fickle Happiness , whose smile awaits 
Thosewho scarce seek it;' o or can courage earn 
What the Grace showers not from her own free urn ! 

From aught unworfA^, the determined will 
Can guard the watchful spirit — there it ends; — 
The all that 's gloriotu from the heaven descends ; 
As some sweet mistress lores us, freel; still 
Come Ihe spontaneous gifts of Heaven! — Above 
FsTonr rales Jove, as it below rules Love! 
The Immortals have their bias ! — Kindly they 
See the bright locks of youth enamour'd play. 
And where the glad one goes, shed gladness round the way. 
It is not thejwho boast the best to see. 
Whose eyes the holy Apparitions bless ; 
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The sulci; light of [heir divloitj 
Hath oftbDtsbODe tliebrighlut on theblipd; — 
And their choice spirit roond its calm recess 
Id the pure childhood ofa simple mlDd. 
Unask'd thejr come — delighted to delude 
The eipectitioQ oroar baffled Pride ; 
' No lav can call their free steps to our side. 
Him whom He loves, the Sire of meo and gods, 
(Selected from the marvelliDg multitude ,) 
BcarsoDbiseagle to his bright abodes; 
Aiid showers, with partial hind and laTiah, down. 
The minstrel's lanrel or the monarch's erown ! 

Before the fortone-thvour'd son of earth , 
Apollo walks — and, with his jocand mirth, 
The heart-en thralling Smiler of the skiea : 
For him grej Neptune smooths the pliant wtte — 
Harmless the waters for the shfp that bore 
TheCtesaraadfalsfoTtnnes to the shore 1 
(^harm'd at his feet the crouching lion lies , 
To him his back the marmuring dolphin gave ; 
His soul is born a soTereign o'er the strife — 
The lord of all the Beaatiful of Life ; 
Where'er his presence in its calm has trod , 
It charms — it sways as some diTiner God. 

Scorn not the Fortnae-favaor'd, that to him 
The light-won victory b; the gods is giren , 
Or that, as Paris, from the strife seTcre, 
The Tenns draws her darling. — Whom the heaven 
So prospers, love so watches, Irevere! 
Andnot the hAd upon whose eyes, with dim 
And bslefal night, sitsFate. Achaia boosts , 
No less the glorj of the Dorian Lord * 
That Tulcan wtoogbt for bim the shield and aword — 
That ronod the mortal hover'd all Uie hosts 
OfallOljmpus — that his wrath to grace. 
The best and bravest of the Grecian race 
• Aotaillu. 
Poem.afScIUlltT. 
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DDlimelj aliaghtered, with reseDtful ghosU 
Aved the pale people of the StjgiBiicoastsl 

Scorn not the Darlings of the BesDtlful, 
If withoat kboar the; Life's blossomB cull; 
If, lilie the siatel; lilies , Ihefharevoa 
A crown forwhichthejiieithectoll'd nor spoDi — 
Ifwiilioutnierit, theirs be Beantj, still 
Thysense, aneovying, with the Beauty BU. 
Alike for thee do merit wins the right, 
Toshue, by simply seeing, their delight. 
Heaven breathes the soul into the UiDStiel's biwtt, 
BdI wlih that soul he animates the rest; 
The God inspires the Mortal — bat to God , 
In tarn, the Mortal lifts thee from the sod. 
Oh, not ia vain to Heaven the Bard Is dear; 
Holy himself— he hallows those who hear .' 

The busy mart let Justice still control , 
Weighing the guerdon to the toil! — What Ihenf 
A God aloue claims joy —all joy is his. 
Flashing with nnsaught light the cheeks of mea. 
•Where is no miracle , why there no blissl 
Grow, change, and ripen all that mortal he, 
Sbapen'd from form to form , by toiling time ; 
The Blissful and the Beanliful are bora 
Full grown , and ripen'd from Eternity — 
No gradual changes to their glorioDS prime. 
No childhood dwarfs ibem , and no age has worn. — 
Like Heaven's , each earthly Tenus on the light 
Comes, adarltbirth, &am oat an endless sea; 
Like the first Pallas, in matarest might, ■ 

Arm'd, from the ThoDderer's brow, leaps forth each Thought of 
LighU 

• Nun 
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Sumsof Ihe Spring that warms (hem into blrtb, 
The golden seeds then traslest (o the Earth ; 
And dost thoa dottbt the Eieroal Spring sobllme , 
For deeds — the seeds which Wisdom sows in Timet 



SENTENCES OF CONFDCIOS. 

THRKKroLDlbesirideofTime, from first talutt 
loitering dow, iheFuTURBcreepeih'— 
Arrow-swin, tbe Present sweepetb — 

And moiioDJess for erer stands Uie Past. 

Impatience, frethowe'ershemaj, 

CsDDot speed the lardjgoeri 
Fear and Doubt — that crave deU; — 

Ne'er can muke the Fleet One slower; 

Nor one spell BepentancelfDOWs, 
To Stir the Still One from repose. 

Iflhon woald'st , wise and happj, see 
Life's BoIemnjoDrnej close for thee, 
The Loiterer's eoansel thon wilt heed, 
Tfaoagh readier tools mast shape the deed ; 
Not for thy frieod [he Fleet One know, 
Nor make Uie Hotioaless thy foe I 



A threefold measure dwells In Space — 
Bestless, withae\er^aDsiDgpare, 
LENeTR, ever stretching eter forth , is found, 
And, eTer widening, Bheadvb extends tronnd. 
And ever Detth links bottomless below I 
12' 

[.„-.« .,vC()( 



Intliis, ■ type thoa dost possess — 
Oo, eTcr rsstless, ntistthon press, 

NobaUallow, do languor know, 

Iflo the Perfect [boa wouldst go; 
Most broaden rron)tb|self, until 
Creation lb; embrace can Gil ; 
Must dovD theDeplb Tor ever Qeeiog, 
Dive to tbe spirit and ibe being. 
The distant goal at last to near, 

Still lengtbeniiig Jaboar sweeps ; 
Tbe fall mind is alooe the clear, 

And Troth dwells in tbe deeps. 



THE ANTIQUE TO TH£ NORTHEBN WAKOEBEB. 
And o'er the river hast ibon past , and o'er the might j sea , 
And o'er tbe Alps , the diu; bridge bath borne thy steps to me ; 
To look all near npon tbe bloom m; deathless beautj knows , 
And, face to face, to f^nt the pomp whose f^e throogb ages 

goes — 
Gaze on , and touch my relics now ! At last thou Blandest here, 
But art thoa nearer now to me — or I lo thee more near? 



[The otiginil md jtieeoii to at tbe more appropriate, title of Ibis Poem, 
WIS "Nature and Ibe ScbooI."J 
Dolbetieve, thoussk'st, the Master's word, 
Tbe Schoolman's shibboleth that binds tbe herd? 
To the Soul's haven is there bnt one chart? 
Its .peace a problem lo be learned by art? 
On sfstem rest the happy end the good? 
To base the temple mast tbe props be wood? 
Must I difllrDBt the genllelaw , imprest. 
To guide and warn, by Nature on tbe breast. 
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Till, ,sqaarediom)etheiD$UDcli)fthe8on1, — 
Till Ibe School's signet slamp the «leraal scroll. 
Till in one mould , some dopna hath confined 
The ebb *nd flow — ihe light Yrttts — of ibe mindT 
Saf thon, familiar to these depths of gloom, 
Thoa , safe ascended from the dust; tomb , 
Thou , vho bast trod these weird Egyptian cells — 
Say — if Life's comfort with yon mummies dwells! — 
Sb; — and I grope — with saddened steps indeed — 
Baton, thro' darkness, if toTrnlhitlead! 

Naj, Friend, thonknow'st the golden time — the age 
Whose legends liTe In many a poet's pagel 
When beaTenlier shapes with Man walked side by side , 
And the chaste Feeling was itself a guide; 
Then thegreatlaw, alike difine amid 
Suns bright in Heaten , or germs in darkness bid , — 
That sileut law — (call'dwhelherby Ihe name 
Of Nature or Necessity — the same,) 
To that deep sea, theheart, ils movement gare — 
Sway'd the full tide . and freshened tbe free wave. 
Then sense anerring — because unreproved — 
True as the finger on the dial moved , 
Half-guide, half-playmate, ofEarth'sageof youth. 
The sportive instinct of Eternal Truth. 

Then , nor Initiate nor Profkoe were known ; 
Where the Heart felt — there Season found a Ibrone: 
Notfrom tbe dost below, but life around 
Warm Genius shaped what quick Emotion found. 
Onerule, like light, for everj bosom glowed, 
Tet bid from all the fountain whence it flowed. 

Bat, gone that blessed Age ! — our wilful pride 
Has lost, with Nature, the old peaceful Guide. 
FKHiiNe, no more to raise us and rejoice. 
Is beard and honoured as a Godhead's voice; 
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And, disenlullowed in its eldest mU 

The Human Heart, — lies mate Uie Oracle; * 

Save vbere tbe low and mjt^t vhispen tlirill 

Some IjMeniiig spirit more dirindj still. 

There, in the ehambers of tbe inmost heart. 

There, most the Sage explore the Hagian'i art; 

There, seek tbelong-lastNattire'Batepsto track, 

Till, fonnd once more, she pies bin Wisdom back ! 

Hasttbea, — (0 Blest, if so, whale'erbeUdel) — 

Slill kept the GuardiiD Angel h; thj side? 

Can thy Heart's guileless childhood yet rejoice 

Iq the sweet instinct with its warning voice 1 

Does Troth yet limn upon nntrouhled eyes. 

Pate and serene, herworidoflris^iesT 

BiagB clear the echo which her accent calls 

Back from the breast, on which the music falls? 

In Ihecalrn'miDdisdoabtfethosfa'd, — and trill 

That donbt to-morrow as to-day be stiUt 

" Will all these Goe sensations ia (heir play, 

No ceDsorneedto regulate and sway? 

Fear'st thoa not ia the insidious Heart to Bod 

The source of Trouble to the limpid mindl 

No! — Iheo thine iDDOcenceihy Mentor be I 
Science cao teach thee nought — she learns from thee 1 
Each law that lends lame succour to the Weak — 
The cripple's cratch — the vigorous need aotseehl 
From thine own self tiiy rule of action draw-, — 
That which thou dost — what charms thee — is thy Law, 

* SchillcT seem) to «I1ude Lo the philoaophy □[ Fichtft lad Scbelliog 
then on Lbe iicendaal, which sought la eiplaid Ihe eaigam oF the uai- 
verse, and lo recODCile Ihe antflhesii b«l«eea man and nature, b; ear- 
ning both up hitn tbe unity of an absolute consciousness, >. '• ■ con- 

Conicfouineu — sed de b&c re saliua est sllere quam parvum dicere. 

* Will thit plaT or fine sensations (or sensibilities) require no cen- 
sor to control It — i. «. *jll n alwajs work spoalaneaosly tar good, ant 
run into no passionate eioess. 
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And rounds [o every race ■ code snblime — 

What pleiBca Genins gives a Lair to Time! 

The Word — the Deed — all Ages shall command, 

Pare if thy lip and holy if thy hand ! 

Thon , tboD alone mark'st not within thy heart 

The lagpiring God whose UioisterthoD art, 

Know'stnol the magic of the mighty ring 

Which bows the realm of Spirits to their King; 

Bat meek, nor conscioas of diviner birth, 

Glide thy still footsteps Ihro' the conqnered Earth t 

ULT88E8. 
To gain his home all oceans he eiplored — 
Here Scy 11a fro WD 'd — and there Charybdisroar'di 
Horror on sea — and horror on the land — 
Id hell's dark boathesonght the spectre land. 
Till horne — a slamberer — to his native spot 
He woke — andsorrowing, knew bis coanbyDol! 

VOTIVE TABLETS. 
[Under thta title Scbllier arranged that more dIgniBed and philaio- 
phical poilion of the imall Poems published as Epigrams in (he "Husea 
Almanich ; " which ntber sought lo polut ■ geueral thought, than a per- 
aooa) aatire. — Many of iheae, however, ire either wholly wilboul ioier- 
etl for the English reader, or express in ilmost unlraoslateable lacoaisiD 
what, in tirinorepaelical shapes, Schiller has elsewhere repealed and 
developed. We, therefore, contenl oonelves wilb such a aeleclion as 
appears u> us best raited to convey a fair oollon of (he object and spirit 
of the class.] 



THE GOOD AND THE BEAUTIFUL. 
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TALDB ARD WOBTH. 

Ir thoQ halt MmcEhinf , bring thf goods — a hir retnrD be 

thine; 
If ihoo art something , bring tlij sonl tnH inlerchaiigs vlth mine. 



THB DIVISION OF BANKS. 

TBI, in the moTtl world, asoora, vCM* 
Dif ided grades — a Soul's Nobilitj; 
By deeds their titles Commoners creite — 
Tht lofUer order are bjr birthright grMt.* 



TO THE MYSTIC 
Spbbads Life's true mysterj round as evennore , 



Seen by no <je , it lies all eyes before. ' 



THE KEV. 



To kDOWfAyw{^~ in others self diacera; . 
Wonldst thoD know others? read thyself — utd \tual 



WISDOM AND PBUDENCE. 



WovLDST tbon the loftiest height of Wisdom gain? 
On to the rashness. Prudence wonld disdain] 
The parblind see bat the receding shore , 
Not that to which the bold wave wafts thee o'erl 



■ Tbii He* ii altea rppeated, romewhat more clcarl;, in (he 
haughty philoaojhj' ot Schiller. He himielr giya, elsewhere — "Ina 
fairionl each tingle action ii not proper!) moral, but the whole cbarae- 
ler Is moral. The fill loul faai no olhei lertice Ifaia the Inalincls of U» 
own beauij." "ComniOD Nalurei," observe! HolTniaiBter, "can onljr 
actai itwerBb} rule and Uw; the Noble are o[ Ibemselves morally good, 
and humanly beautiful." 

" Queryr — ifaeLaworCreaUOD, bolb pbjsical and moral. 
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THB URANIMITT. 

Trctb seek ve both ~- Thou, in the life widieut thee and 

aroand ; 
I in the Heart vilhln — by both can Truth alike be found ; 
The healthj eje can Ihrongb the world the great Creator track — 
The healtbj heart la bat the glass which gives ctealioo back. 

TBE SCIENCE OF POtlTlGS. 

All that ihon dost be righr — to that alone confine thy view , 
And halt within the certain rnle ■~- the Ail thai 's right to do ! 
True zeal the ttihat already it would sonnd and perfect see , 
False leai would sonnd and perfect make the something that's 



TO ISTRONOMERS. 
Op the Nebnls' and planets do not babble so to me; 
Whet! is Nature oolf mighty inasmach as yon ciDseeT 
Inssmach as yea eao measQre her immeasurable ways? 
As she renders world OD world, sun and system to your gue? 
Though thro' space your objectbe the Sobllmest to embrace. 
Never the Sublime abldeUi — where yoa Tsinly search — in 

THB BEST GOVERNED STATE. 
How the best stale to know? — it is found onl; 
Like the best woman — that least talked about. 

HV BELIEF. 
What thy religion? those thou namest — none? 
None why — because I have religion I 

* Nebelieeke; I. e. (he nebulaiu matter which puiiles astronomen. 
1b Nature, then, only grcAl ini^mach as you can compuLe her almoAt fn- 
calculable dimenalons, or Inasmuch as the (Urpisbes almost lacalcuiable 
sub^cla (or TOUT coir potations f Toar object ia. Indeed, the iDhllmest in 
ipieej but tAaSablime does not dwell lo «pacq—i. e. the Moral Lav )• 
Ma only Sublime, and iti Kingdom ia where Time and Space are not. 
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FRIEND AND FOE. 

Dkab ia mj friend — jet from m j foe , u from my Griend , cones 
H; friend ihov s what I am do , and m j foe sbowe wliel I thmid. 

UGHT AND COLOEfl. 

DwBLt,, Light, lieside tlie changeless God — God tpoke and 

Light began; 
Come, then, tlie evcr-clungiiig one — come, Colour, down to 



POROH OF WOMEN, 
to jadge man rightlj — do not scan 



■< pass judgment OD the Man! 



«EN1DS. 
Imtellict can repeat what *8 been Ailfill'd, 
And, aping Nalare, as Bbe baildeUi — build; 
O'er Nature's base can haughty Season dare 
To pile its loft; castle — in the air. 
Bat onl; thine, OGeoins, istbecbai^, 
la Nature's kingdom Nature to eularge ! 



THE WnATOR. 
Good out of good — ibat art is known to all — 
ButGeDlOBfrom the bad the good can call; 
Then, UJmIe, not from leading-strings escaped, 
Work'st bnt the matter that 's already shaped: 
The already shaped a nobler hand awaits, 
All matter asks a Spirit that crealw / 
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C0BBECTNES9. 

(rRKI TBAMILITION.) 

The calm correctness, wherenofaallweaee. 
Attests Art's loftiest or its least degree ; 
Alike the Hnoolhness of tbe surface shows 
ThePool's doll stagoer — the greatSea's repose. 

THE MASTER. 

Thb herd of scribes, bj what they tell us, 
Show all ID which their wits excel! us ; 
Bat the Trae Master we behold , 
Iq what his art leaves — just untold. 

EXPECTATION AND FULFILMENT. 

O'sm Ocean, wiLh a thousand masts, sails forth the stripIiDg 

bold — 
One boat, hard rescaed frotn the deep , draws into port the old! 

THE BFtC HEXAMETEB. 

[TKiriai^TID BT CDLimitSE.) 

Strosslt it bears us along in swelling and limitless billows , 
Nothing before and nolhing behind bat tbe sk j and the ocean. 

THE ELEGIAC METRE. 

(TBANIL4TRD BV COLKBIDet.) 

In the heiameterrises the fountain's siherrcolamn. 
In the pentameter aye falling In melodjr back. * 

* We beie lentared In borrow these two Iranslaliooa (roin Cole- 
ridge's poems , nolODljbeciuie what Coleridge did irell, DDliyiagmiQ 
could lia'e the presumptuous hope ta improve, but because they adhere 
10 the originsl metre, wliicli Germany has received from Greece, and 
show, we venlare (0 think, that not even Coleridge co|ild tiavemade that 
melre agreeable lo the English ear and taste in poems of atiy Ingth, nor 
even in small poems if sfltn tipealtd. li is, however, in tbeir own 
language the grandest which (he Germans possess, and has been used bj 
SehitJei with signal success In bis "Walk," and other poems. ' 
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OTHER GFIGBAMS, <tc. 
GiTimethit which than know'al, — I '11 receive aod attend ; 
Bntthoagivest me ihfsetr — prithee, spare me, m^fiieDd! 

THE PIIOSGL¥TE HAKES. 
"AtiTTLBUrth from oat the Earth — audi 
The Earth will moTe:" so spake the Sage divi DC. 
Out of mjself one little Dioment — Irj 
Hjselfto take; — succeed, andlam thine! 

THE CONNECTING BIEDIDH. 
What to cement the loft; and the mean 
Does NatareT — what T — place vanltj between ! 

THE MOHAL POET. 
[TU* teaoBplgrim on Lmter't work, ceiled "PanUui Pilatni , odar 
dstMenich in allea GeatalLaD," tm. — BovrBiiatEB.] 
"How poor a thing is man I" alas, 'tistrue 
I'dhalCforgotit — when I chanced on jou ! 

THE SUBLIHE TBEHB. 
[Also na LaTiter, and allnling la (he " Jeiua Heaiiai, oder die Bian- 

geliea und Apnitelge«ehlcht« in Gesingea, tie."] 
How God compassioaalesHankind, thymnse, mjr friend, re- 
hearses — 
Compassion for the sins of Uaol — What comfort for thj verses! 

SCIENCE. 
To some she is the Goddess great, to some the milch-cow of the 

field; 
Their care is but to calculate — what batter she will yield. 

KANT AND HIS COHHBNTATORS. 
How many afarvelings one rich man can nourish ! 
Wbeomonarchs build, the rubbish-carriers Ooutish. 
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TO 
THE BEBEDITABY PRINCE OF SAXE WEIHAR, 

OH HII JODBNKr TB PASII, WBITTEM FISBDABV, 002, 

[Sung in a Iriendl; circle.} 
To Ihe Wanderer a bowl (o the brim! 

Tbis Vale oa his inrancy smil'd ; 
Let the Vale seai a blessiog to him , 

Whom it cradled to sleep as a child ! 

He goes from his Forefather's halls — 

i^in the arms [hat embraced him at birth — 

To the City that trophies its vails 
With the spoils it has ravish'd &om earth 1 

The thunder is silent, and now 

The War and the Discard are ended; 
And Han o'er ihe crater may bow , 

Whence the stream of the lava descended . 

O bir b« (he fate lo secure 

Thy way throagh Ihe perilons track; 
The heaKXature gave thee is pure, 

BriDgitpnre, as itgoesfrom as, back. 

Xhose lands the wild hoofs of the steeds. 

War yoked for the carnage, have torn; 
But Peace , laughing over the meads , 

Comes, BtTewioglhegoldof (hecorn. 

Tho« the old Father Bhine wilt be greeting, 

By whom lliy great Father* shall be 
Bemembered so long as is tleeiiog 

Hisstream to thebedsofihe Sea; — 

at ihe great Generals of the Tfairly 
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Ilkere, honour the Heroes of old. 
And poor to our Warden , the Rhine , 

Who keeps on our borders his hold , 
A cnp &om bis own metrj vine ; 

Tliat thoG mar'flt , as a gnide to thy footfa , 

The BonI of the Fatherland find , 
Whea Ihoa pasaesi the bridge where the Tmlh 

Ofthe German, thonleavestbehlnd. 



A TODNG FRIEND DEVOTING HIMSELF TO 
PHILOSOPHT. 

Sbtmb tbe proof the Gredan yonth was doam'd to nndergo ,' 

Before he might vhal lurks beneath the Eleusioia know — 

Art thou prepared and ripe , the shrine — that inner ahrlDe — to 

Where Pallas guards from vnlgar e^es the m jslic prize within? 
Enow'st thon what bars Ihf waj? how dear the bargaili tiion dosi 

When bnt to bnjnncertaiD good, snregoodlbovdostfonakeT 
Feel'et thou saffldeDl strength to brave tbe deadliest homan fraj— 
When Heart from Reason — Sense from Thought, shall rend 

themselves awayl 
Sufficient valour, warwlthDoi^t, the Hydrft-sfaape , towage; 
And thai worst Foe within thyselfwith manly sonl engage? 
With eyes that keep their heSTenly health — the innocence of yonth 
To gaard from every falsehood , fairbeneslh tbe mask ofTnith? 
Flj, if Ibon canst not trust thy heart to gnide thee on the way — 
Oh, Qy the charmed margin ere tb' abyss eognlf its prey. 
Bound many a step that seeks tbe light, the shades of midnight 

close ; 
But in the glimmering twilight, see — how safely Childhood goesi 
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THE PCPPET-SHO'W OF LIFE. 



[A Bitrat veniOD Dt Ibi* Poem, whieh posifbly ma j biveboco lug- 

geslcd by loms chirmiDg piiiigea In Wilbelm Meialer, wonld be in- 
Mmpalible wllh lbs ipirit which constitutes Its cbicF meril. And per- 
hapi, therefore, (he original maj be mare (althCuUf rendered (like maaf 
otthe Odes ot Horace) by paraphrase Iban iTanilitioii. — In the general 
idea, as In all ScbiUei's Poems of this kind, somelhing more is Implied 
than eipressed. He has treated, elsewhere, the Ideal or Shadowy life in 
earoeit. He here represents the Actual as a game; the chief images ll 
bring* to view are those ofalrlfe and contest; to see It rightly you must 
not approach too near; and regard Ibe Actual Stage only by tbe lights ot 
Loie. True to bis chivalry to the sei, even in sport, a* in Mraeat, Schil' 
lar places tbe price oC life in the hand of Womsu-J 

Ho — ho — m J poppet-show ! 
Ladles anil gentlemen see mj show! 
Lire aad the vorld — look here, io troth. 
Though but fn porvo, Ipromise jeboth! 
The world and life — they shall both appear; 
Bat both are best seen when you 're not loo near; 
And every lamp from the stage to the porch, 
Hnslbe lighted bj Venus, from Cupid's torch; 
Heveramoment, ifrulescan lempt ye. 
Never a moment my scene is empty ! 
Here is the babe in his leading-strings — 

Here is the boy at play ; 
Here is the passiotuteyoulhnithviDgs, 

Like a bird's on a slormy day, 
ToBDdfro, waviog here and there, 
DowD to the earih and aloft through Ibe air; 
Now see the man , as for combat enter — 
Where ia the peril be fears to adventnreT 

See how the puppelsspeedoo to tberace, 1 
Each his owDfortnoepursnesiD the chase; > 
How msDy the rivals, bow narrow the space ! ] 
But, hurryaod scarry, Omettlesomegame! 
The cars roll ia thunder , tbe wheels rush Id flame. 
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Hovthe brave dartODWBrd, uidpuilAad^ow! 

How the ctavea behind them come creeping slow — 

Ha! ha! see faow Pride gets a Mrrible rail 1 

See faoiT Prudence, orCuDniDg, aul-Tacesibemalll 

See how at the goal, with her smiling efes. 

Ever walls Woman to give the prize ! 



THE HINSTBELS OF OLD. 
Whbsk now the minstrel of the large reoowo , 

Bapturiag willi living words the bearli'uiag throng* 
Charmiog the Han to Heaven, and eirthwud down 

CharmiDg the God ! — wbo wing'd the soul with song? 
Tel lives the minstrel , not the deeds — the Ijre 

Orolddemandsearslbat of old believed it — 
Bards of bless'd lime — how Qew your living Gre 

From lip to lip ! how race Irom race received it ! 
AsilaGod, men hallow 'd with devotion — 

WhalGxNios, speaking, shaping, wraujgbt below, 
The glow ofsongloQamed the ear's emotioD, 

The ear's emolion gave the song tbe glow; 
Each nurturing each — back on his sool — its lone 

Whole natioDsechoed with a rapture-peal; 
Then all around the heaveal; splendour shone 

Wbich DOW the heart, and scarce the heart can feel. 



TBB 
COHHENCEBIENT OP THE NEW CEMTUBY. 

Whrhb can Peace find a refuge? — whither, say. 
Can Freedom turn? — lo, friend, before our view 

Tbe CsMTUaT rends itself in storm away, 
And, red with slaughter, dawns on earUi ihe New. 
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The girdle of ibe lands is loosen'd;* — hnrl'd 

To dast [be forms old Costonideem'd divine, — 
SsTefrom WBr'sfbry not tbewaierj world; — 

Safe not the Nile-God nor tbe antique Kbiue. 
Two might; nations make tbe world liieir Beld, 

DMming Ihe world is for (heir heirioom given — 
Against tbe freedom of all lauds ifaej wield 

TbU — Neptnne's indent ; that ~ the Thoad'rer's lev 
Gold to tbetr se>les each region must afford ; 

And, asBerceBrennasinGaofsearl; tale, 
Tbe Frank casts In the iron of bis sword, 

To poise the balance , where the ri^t ma; fall — 
Like some huge FoIniiiSi with arms that roam 

Onlstretch'd for prey — the Briton spreads his reigo ; 
And , M the Ocean were his honsebold home. 

Locks up the chambers of the liberal m^in. 
On to the Pole where shines, onseen, tbe Star, 

Onward bis restless course anboanded flies; 
Tracks everj isle and everj coast afar. 

And nndiscover'd leaves bot — Paradise ! 
AIm, in vain on earth's wide chart, Iween, 

non seek'st that holy realm beneath tbe sk; — 
Where Freedom dwelis in gardens ever green — 

And blooms theYoathorfaiTHuminitj! 
O'er shores where sail ne'er rustled to the wind. 

O'er Uievast universe, maj rove Ih; ken; 
But in tbe universe thoD canst not find 

A space sufficing for ten bappjr men 1 
Id the heart's holy stillness onlj beams 

Hie shrine of refuge from life's slormj tbrong; 
Freedom is only in (he land of Dreams; 

Andonli blooms tbe Beaaliful In Song! 



lebolaAeeortionr. 
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In tbe TriDilatioB , {bMide* iami at Ihe monl nr cpigrinmilic aenten- 
cei to which we hue beCore alluded) a vrrjr tew ptecei, which, whatever 
Iheir innit id the origlnd , would be whollf without iQtereil for the ge- 
neral Engltih reader, vii., the satirical lines on Shikvipeare's Trandt- 
lors,~-" the Philosopher," "theRiren," " the Jeremiad." the Remon- 
ilraace, addressed lo Goethe on producing Toltaiie's " Hahomel" on the 
Stage, [a which the same ideas have been already eipressed b} Schiller 
In poems of more liberal and general appUcalion; and three or four oe- 
eaglonel piece* in albonu, Ac. 

The "Farevell to the Reader," which properly belongs to Ibia diii' 
siOB ol the Poems, has been transferred, ag the Biting conclusion, to the 
last place In tin entire Iranilatioo. 



Tbb Poems inchidcd in the Second Period ot Schiller's literarj 
career alV few, bnl remarkable tor their beauiy, and deeply inlerestii^ 
from the ilniggting and aniious stale of mind which some of Ihem 
depict. It was, both to his taste and lo bislhoughi, a period otiisiblB 
Iraniition. Be bad survived the wild and Irregular power which stamps, 
with fierce and somewhat lonsaal cbaraetera, the producliens of his 
joulh; hut he had not ittaincd that serene repose of strength — that 
calm, bespeaking depth and fulness, which ii found in the best wriUngi 
of his maturer years. In point of style, the Poems in this division hate 
more facility and sweetness than those of his youth, and perhaps more 
evident vigour, more popular vtrvi and gmto than many composed in 
his riper manhood: tn point of thought, they mark that era through 
Which few men of inquliillve and adventurous genius — of aangulne and 
Impaasioned temperament — and of edacation cbieBy aelf-formed , uo- 
dlsciplined, and imperfect, have failed to pass — the era ot doubt and 
gloom, of self-GonSlel, and of self-toiture. — Id lbe"Ai>M(r(," and 
much of the poetry written in the same period of Schiller's Hie, there is 
a hold and wild imagination, which attacks rather than quesUoas— inno- 
vates rather than eiamlnea — seiies upon subjects ot vast social import, 
Uiat Boat on the surface of opinion, and assails them with a blind and 
half^avage rudeness, aceording aa ftey offend the enthusiasm ot un- 
reascning youth. But now this eager and ardent mind had paused to 
contemplate; its studies were turned to philosophy snd history - a 
more praetleal knowledge of life (though in this last, Schiller, like most 
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Genptn autban, wit eier mora or Icu drflcEioliDTarietTind range) 
tud begun to tottea the item iDil fiery ariiil vLich htd hitbetlo (porUd 
wilb the dingeroDi element! at ivciil leTohiUon. And vbilc Uiii change 
wii working, before ita feverish agilalion lubiided lnl« that Kaaliiin 
which iitheantlpode* of aeepliciim, it vaa natural (hat, (o the anergy 
which had auerled, denoanced, and dogmatlaed, ahoiild succeed tb« 
raaclloa or deipoDdenc} and dlilruit Vehement ladignilion at "the 
tolcmn plauaibiUllet " at the vorld perradea the "RsUirt," la "D»n 
Carloi ," (he piiaiDn It no longer vehement indignation, bat mournful 
loiTOW — not Indignation that hypoccig; reigna , bat aorrswlhat houeail 
cannot triumph —Dot hid ignatton Ihal forma) Vice uiurpa the high placoi 
a( the world, (uiliorrow Uiat, intheworid, warm and ginereui Virtue 
glowi, and [eels, and lulTen — vitbout reward. 80, la the peemi otthli 
period, are two that made a eooilderablo aensation at their Qittappear- 
anea — " IK* ConJKet,-' pubUibed originally under the title of " Tkt 
FretlKuliiHgafPaiiion," and " lU$ignatiim," They presented a me- 
lancholy (lev of the moral ittu^ei in the heart of a nahle and lirtuoua 
man. From the finlof Iheae poeoii, Schiller, hippilf and wliely, ata 
later period of hii life, struck out the piisiges most calculated to offend. 
Whil hand woidd dare to restore thtm f The few stanias that remain 
Still suggest the outline of dark and painful thoughts, which is filled up 
in the more elaborate, iDd, in man; respects, most eiquisile , poem of 
"AftifiMtMii." Virtue eiaeting all sacrifices, and giving no reward — 
Belief which denies enjoyment, and has no bliss save its own taUb; sncb 
il the sombre lesson of (he melancholy poet — (he more impressive be- 
«ail*e ta fat 11 is truth — deep and everlasting truth — but only, to ■ 
CbrislliB, apanollruth. Resignation, sosadifnollookingbeyandthe 
earth, becomes Joy, when assured and confident of heaven. Another 
poem In this iDterniiediatc coUeclion was no less subjected to severe ani- 
madveraioa. We mean " Tts fiodi ■>/ flrfsca." As the Foen however 
now stands, though one or two eipressions are not free [mm abjectioo, 
it can only be regarded as a Poet's lament tor the Mythology which wh 
the FouDl of poetry, and certainly not aa a Beasoner's defence of PagS' 
nism in disparagement of Christian ily. But the lad ia, that Schiller's 
mind was so essentially religious, that wa [eel more angry, when ha 
wham we would gladly hail as our light and guide, only darkens ua or 
mltleada, (ban we shouU with the absolute Infidelllj of > less ip'ave aad 
reverent genius. Tel a period — a transition state — of doubt and de- 
spondency ii perhaps common to men In proportion to Iheir natural dis- 
poslllona to faith and veneration. With them.iteomes from keen sympa- 
thy with undeserved fuITerlngs — from grief at wjokednass triumphant — 

13* 
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tr*B IM fDlmue • brM4lB( aicr Ibv n}«t«ri« Inrahcd In tbc gtten- 
■cM af Ibt world. SerfKiefim ot IU> Mtare cio bal IHUe fnjura Iha 
tiiroloui , and will be ekaiitiblT rtgardcd b]r the irfie. S^ilter'i mf id 
•ooBOulfnKItciUtsvbiCti, W Ibc mind or ■ poel , aboiealtmn, if 
nof I BDggniil , but tbe ■■dneu which Lha draggle baqneatbel aeem W 
hate wrought a complele rtrDlatioa in all bli piaeoacelTSd opiaioof. 
The wild orealor nt the "AoMari," drank with libertf, and audaeiooa 
•(atnil all raslralDl, beeoBca the «h»DploD of "Bol} Older, " -^ Ike 
deMWkeet et iho Ft«Mb Rep«Uie - the eiioller ar id Ideal Life , whtch 
fbodd eatirelj lepanle firaioa Ike Keallas rrom Soeielf the Settled. 
Aid ai hi* iBpetaaoa and hmidt Tigoqr nulnred Into tbe latent and 
InnquU art of " Jw SpaMi tr gmm g ," "n'mOrMtlti*," taa^OitBrtml 
Ma JTuBiM," ■• hi* pbiloaophj lhr«w ilaelf Into calm reapeel for all 
that CDiloin MDOIiOned, and conTcntian hallowad. 

But ena dnriag the palnM traniition, ol which, in hi* minor 
p«enu, glimpse* alone are il«lble , Seeptieigm, with Schiller, nererin' 
anllj the delated , or roocki the earaeatmiod. Itmaj haTesadneai — 
bnl aeier (Cora. It !• the qveation of a IraTcUerwho hai losthli way in 
tbe great vilden)e*>,butwbo mouma with his fellow-seeken , and hai 
DO bitter laughter for tbeir winderiogi rrom the goal This DiTliian be- 
gins, indeed, withi H^mnwhicb atones tor whateier pains as ia the two 
Poems wbese strain snd spirit lo gloomilj contrast it, "ii- the matchless 
and immonal " Bynat to Jojr" — a poem steeped in tbe rery eiaence of 
alUloTiBg and all*aidiiig Christianilj — breathing the enthuiiaim ef de- 
vout jel gladsome adontlon, and ranliiag amongst the most Marions 
bunts ot worship which gnleful Genius eicr Tendered to the beni|B 
Creator. 

Aad it te pcooIiarlT noticeable, Ibst, wbsleier Sehiller'i state ef ntnd 
npoo theological sub)eets at the time that this hymn was composed , and 
■hough all doctrinal stamp snd mark be EarefuIlT absent from It, it (s 
jet a poem that amer could hare been written bat in i ChrisUau age , In 
a Chriitlin land — but by a man whose whole soul and besit had been at 
Me time (nay, »<m at the any nomnt of composition ] inspired and 
foO^ised with that Arm belief in God's goodness and Hli iustice— Itaal 
[uU assuraDce of rewards beyond the glare -- that emlling and seraphie 
cheerfulness which aiioclitea Joy with the Creator — and that inimated 
affection for the Brotberhood ot Mankind, wbich ChrislisnHy — and 
ChristlanitT alone, in its pure, orthodei, gDspdfarm, needin^noald 
from schoolman or philosopher — Uughl snd teaches. 
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HTHN TO JOY. 

[Tb« origia ot tbe (ollowing Bvmn ts (xid to be ibii: — SchiUer. 
whcD at Ldpiie, or ili vieinfl], i*i«d i poor iludenl of thcolon, iiii~ 
pellet by desUUitiOD ind Ike tear or lUmlion. rrom droiDing blnu«ll 
in the rlrer Plelue. Sofaillergive him wbitmonej he hid; obtained his 

Ktnain M teliaqulsh the ihought at suicide, it leesl while (he mooeT 
sted; Rod 1 few dtyi iRerwardl, amidst the conyliiallliei of a mir- 
riigerewt, relited Um einwmalanee to as Id iltectaU pniml. A sub- 
HCriptlon *» made, «hioh enabled the student to complete hli itndies, 
andullimalely toeDlerlntoaaorBeiaUituition. Elated «i lb IbeiuecetS 
of hii humsDlty, it is to HuDianiti that Schiller eousecraled this Ode.] 

Sfahk from the Gre tfaat Gods hiTC fed — 

Jo J — thou El j>iui Child dmne , 
Fir»-druiih, OGrairyfooIsIeps tread, 

O Hoi J One ! th j half shrine. 
Strong cuslom reodi ui firom each oLher — 

Hi; Bugic lU togetber brii^ ; 
AndDuiiiiiiiianbultuiIlsabrotheri 

WheNfw rest thjr geotle wingi. 

Cbona — Embrace je miUioas — let Ihis kisi , 
Brother! , embrace the earth below! 
TOQ Elerr; worlds that shine on ihU , 
One common Father linow I 

He who this lot from fkte can grasp — 

Of one true Friend the friend to be — 
He who one raiibful maid can clasp , 

Shall bold with us his jubilee; 
Tes, each who but one single hurt 

la all the earlh can claim his own ! — 
Let him who cannot, stand apart. 

And weep beyond the pale, aloiw! 

Chonu — Homage to hoi j Sympathy , 

Te dwellers looor mighty ring; 
Dp to jon Mr-paTilions — the 
Leads to the Unknown King! 
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All being driakB the molher-dew 

Ofjoj (romNBlure'sholf boMm; 
Aad Vice and Worth ilike pursue 

Her steps that strew the blossom. 
]D7 Id each link — to tu* the ti«asure 

or Wine lod Love ; — beoeith the sod . 
The worm bos inatiocts friaght with pleasure ; 

Id Henen the Cherub looks on God ! 

Ckonu — •* Why bow ye down — why down — yomiiiionsT' 
OWorld, IhyHaker'sthroDetosee, 
Look upward — search the Slar-ptvilioiis : 
Thar* must His ffiaoBion be! 

Joy is the mainspring in the whole 

Of endless Nature's calm rotation ; 
Joy mores the dauling wheels that roll 

Id the great Timepiece of CreaUoa; 
Joy breathes oobuds, and Sowers they are; 

Joy heckoDs — snos come forth from huTcn ; 
Joy rolla the spheres in realms ahr. 

Ne'er to thy glass, dim Wisdom, given! 

Ckonu — Joyous as Suns careering gay 

Along their royal paths on high , 
Hareb, Brothers, marchyour dauntlessway. 
As Chiefs to Tictory ! 

Joy, fromTnilh'spureaDdlarobNitBiet, 

Smiles out upon the ardent seeker; 
Joy leads to Tirtue Man's desires , 

And cheers as Suffering's step grows weaker. 

* Tout, emphatically. Sohillarmeiiu to diterimiiiala ihe meisure 
otblii* ualgned to w, to tbe iBoim, and to Ihe c^emi, 

" The original Is obicure here; and (be Irinilator ii doublhil 
wbclbnbihatieiied Ihe meaatng, which may liinplybc — "Haveywi 
■n innate feelini of Deitj ~ (ben look for Him ibova Iba f tarry vault '. " 
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Hi^ fromthesnnDyslopMorFaUh, 
The galea her waring baBnera ball;; 

And ihroagh the shattered Tinlis it Death , 
Lo, mid ibecfaata] Angels — Joy! 

Ctuaiu — Bear this Ute ; millioos, braveljIiHr — 
Bear this life for the Better One! 
See je the Stars 1 — a life ii there. 
Where ^e reward is von. 

Hen like the Gads themselves may he , 

Tho' Mea may not (he Gods requite ; 
Go soothe the pangs of Misery — 

Go share the gladness with dellghL — 
Bevenge and hatred hoth fo^at, 

HavB naught but pardon far thy foe; 
Hay sharp repealaoce grieve him not. 

No cnrse one tear of ours bestowl 

Chonu — Let all ibe world be peace and love — 

Cancel thy debl-boak with thy brother; 
For God shall judge of iw above , 
As we shall judge each other ! 

Joy sparkles to us from the bowl — 

Behold the juice whose golden colour 
To meekness melts the savage soul , 

And gives Despair a Hero'* valour. 
Dp, htothera! — Lo, we crown the cup ! 

Lo, the wine Hashes to [he hrim! 
Let the bright Foont spring heavenward ! — Dp I 

To TBI Good Sri&ir this glass ! — To Hna I 

GtoruM — Praised by the ever-wbirliDg ring 

OrSbrs, andtnneMSeraphim — 

Ta The Good Sfirit — the Father-King 

la Heaven 1 — This glass to Him ! 
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Hrm mind to bwu wliU FMe fcesMm; 

Comfort to Um in miiIms ejH ; 
Taitb kept alike with Frieads and Fo« ; 

Ubd's Oaili elamal a« tht skies; 
Honhood — tlie thrones □fKiogB to girth, 

Tho'bovgbtbj limb or life, tliepriie: 
Success to Merit's honcBt worth ; 

Perdition to the Brood of Lies 1 

Chorui — Drav closer fn the holjr ring , 

Swear bf the wiae-enp's golden ri*er — 
Swear b; tbo Stars , and b; Iheir King , 
To keep oar vow for erer ! 



THE mrmciBLE akhada. 

She comes , she comes — the Burthea of the Deeps I 

Beaaath her wails the tlDiversal Sea ! 
Witbclaokiiif cbaiDsandaoewGod, she sweeps. 

And wiiha thousaodtiinnders, aniothee! 
The ocean-castles and UieQoatiag hosts — 

Ne'eron their like, look'd the wild waters! t- Well 
Uaj man the monster name " Innoeible," 
O'er shudd'rlng wavea Bbe gathers to thj coasts ! 

The horror that she spreads can claim 

Just title to her bangiity name. 
The trembling Neptane quails 
Under the silent and majestie forms; 
TheDoomofWorldsiii those doricstUs; — 

Near and more near thej sweep ! and slninbet all the Storms! 

Before thee, Uiearraj, 
'BlesLislaad, Empress o( the Sea I 
The sea-born squadrons threaten thee, 

And thj great heart, Butanvu! 
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Woe to th; people , ariheirfreedoTn proud — 
She rests, ■ thunder beavf in its cloud 1 
Who , to thf hand Ihe orb and sceptre gave , 

That thou should'st be the sotereiga of the nations? 
To tyrant kings thou wert thyself the slave, 

Till Freedom dug rrom Law its deep fouudBtiODS ; 
The nigfatj Chart th; ciUiene made kings, 

And kiuga lo ciiiiens sublimely boir'd ! 
And Lhoulhjsdr, uponlHyrealmof water, 
Hist thou not reuder'd millioDB up to slaughter, 

When (h; ships brought upon their sailing wings 
The sceptre ~ and the shroud 1 
Whatshould'stthou thank? — Blush, Earth, lo bear and ftel : 
What shoald'st thou thank ? — Thy geoius and thy steel ! 
Behold the hidden and the giant fires ! 

Bebold thy glory trembling lo it* bill 
Thy coming doom the round earth shall appal. 
And all the hearts of freemen beat for thee, 
Aud all free souls their bte In thine foresee — 

Tluirt is % glory's rail 1 
One look below the Almighty gave , 
Where slream'd the lion-Dags of thy proud foe ; 
And near and wider yawu'd the horrent grave. 
"Andvho," saitbHs, "shall lay mine England low — 
The stem that blooms with hero-deeds — 
The rock when man from wrong a refuge needs — 
Thestronghold where the tyrant comes in vaioT 
Wbo shall bid England vaiitsh from the main? 
Ne'er be Ibis only Eden Freedom knew , 
Han's stout defence from Power, to Fate coDBign'd." 
God Ihe Almi^t; blew. 
And the Armada went to every wind ! 
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THE CONFUCT. 

No] IihisconDiciloDEcrwill not wage, 
Tlw tonQict Dntf claims — the giant task ; — 

Tbjspells, OTirtDC, never can assuage 
Tbe beirl's viid Are — this offering do not ask 1 

Trae , I have Bwom — a solemn tow Iutc swoni , 

That I m jselt win curb tbe self wUbia ; 
Vel take th; wreath, DomorBilihallbeworn — 

Take back th j wreath , and lure me free to nd. 
Rcol be the contract I with Ihee once made; — 

Sbelotesme, loves me — forfeit be ^j crown 1 
Blest he who , iuU'd in rapture's dreamy shade , 

Glides, as I glide, the deep fall gUdlr down. 
She sees the worm thai my youth's bloom dectys. 

She sees m; springtime wasted as it Sees ; 
And, marvling at the rigonr that gainsays 

Tbe heart's sweet impulse, my reward decrees. 
Distrust ihia angel pnrity, fair soul I 

It is to guilt thy pity irmeifa me ; 
Coald Being lavish Its uDmeasured whole, 

II ne'er could give a gift to rival Tkn I 
Thee — the dear gnilt I eter seek to shoo , 

Otyrannyofble, wild desires ! 
Hy virtue's only crown can but be won 

In that last bieath — when virtue's self eipires 1 



BESIGNATION. 
Add I, too, was amidst Arcadia bom, 

And Nature seem'd to woo me ; 
And to my cradle snch sweet joys were sworn : 
Andl, too, wasamidstArcadiaboro, 

TetlheshoTtspringgave only tears unto me] 
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Life bnl one bloomiDf hoUda j on keep — 

For me the bloam is fled ; 
The silent Genint of tlie Dtrker Sleep 
Turns down m J torch — end weep, m j btetlieni , weep — 

Weep, for the light is deed! 
Cpon ih J bridge the ehadowe round roe press , 

dread Elerailj! 
And 1 heve known no mameal thit can bless ; — 
Take back this ieuer meant for Happiness — 

The seal 's anbroken — see ! 
Before thee, Jndge, whose ejes the dark-spon veil 

Conceals, mjmnraiarcame; 
Od Ibis our ori> a glad belief preTalls , 
That, ibine the earthljscepire and die teaks, 

Hbqdith Is ihj ninie. 

TeiTOis , thej sa; , Ihon dost tor Vice prepare , 

And jojs the good shall know ; 
Thou canst the crooked heart anmask and bare; 
Then canst the riddle of otif tkte declare , 

And keep account with Woe. 
With thee a home smiles for the eilled one — 

There ends the thom; strife. 
Unto ni J side a godlike vision won , 
Called Tbdth, (few know her, andihemanysbun,) 

And cbeck'd the reins of life. 
"1 will repaj thee in a holier land — 

Give Iboa to me Ihy joatfa ; 
All I can gram thee lies in Uiis commaDd." 
Ibeard, and, trnstiaginaholierlancl, 

Gave mjTOongjojs to Truth. 

" Give me Ihy Laura -~ give me her whom Love 

To tbj heart's core endears ; 
Thensurer, Bliss, pajs ever j grief — abtnel" 
I tare the fond shape from the bleeding love , 

And ftave — albeit with tears ! 
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' ' Wlut bond can biad Uw Dead ta life once BonT 

Poorfool," (theBcoffereries;) 
"Goll'dbjlhe despot's bireliog lie, with lore 
That giTcs for Trath a shadow ; — life i« a'er 

Wben the delusioD dies ! " 
" TremblesI IhoQ ," bisa'dtheserpeDl-berdlDftconi, 

"Berore Ihe Tiin deceit? 
Uadebolf buibjcnstom, stale and worn. 
The phaDtom Gods , of craft and folly borD->- 

The sick world's solema cheall 
What is this Future nnderneath ih« stone? 

Bat forihe Teil thathides, rCTered alone ; 
ThegiBDtshadowofoDrTerror, thrown 

Od CoQscieDce' troubled glass — 
Life's If log likeness — in the dreary sbrand 

OflhecoIdMpiiIchre — 
EiDbalm'dbjHope — Time's mammj, — which the prond 
Deliriam, driv'lingthroagh thy reason's cload. 

Calls 'ItntaarlalUyl' 
Giv'st then for hope (cormptioa prows its lie) 

Sare joy that most delights ns? 
Sli thoasaod years has Death reigD'd tranquilly! — 
Nor one corpse come to whisper those who die 

What ({fier death requites us ! " 
AloDgTiioe'sshoresI saw the Season Dy; 

Nature herself, inlerr'd 
Among her blooms, lay dead; to those who die 
There came no corpse to whisper Hope ! StiH I 

CluDg to the Godlike Word. 
Judge I -~ AH my joys to thee did I reslgu , 

jUI that did most delight me; 
And now I kneel — man's scorn I scom'd — tbj shrluB 
Have I«dored — Thee only held divine— 

Beqniler, nowtequitemel 
" For all my sons an equal lore I know 

And e([aa] each conditioo," 
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Answer'd an luscen Geoins — " See below , 

Two flowers, rorall who rightljseek them, blow — 

TheHoFE and the Fbcitiok. 
Hewhohasplgck'd tbeone, resi^'d mnat see 

The Bister's Torfeft bloom : 
Let Unbelief enjo; — Belief mnsLbe 
All to the chooaer; — the world's bislorj 

Is the world's jadgntent doom. 
Tbou hast had HofB — Id thj belief thy prize — 

Tbj bliss was centred in il : 
Gteraitj itself — (Go ask the Wise ! ) 
NevertoUm who forfeits, resapplies 

The Bom Btrack from the Aliaaie ! " 



THE GODS OF GBEGCE. 

Vb Id the age gone by , 
Who ruled the world — a world how lovely Ihen! — 
And gnided still ibe steps of happy men 

Id the light leading-striogs of careless joy ! 
Ab, flonrish'd Iheo your service of delight! 

flowdiffercDt, ohr how different, intheday 
When thy sweet fanes with many a wreath were bright, 

OTennsAmathnsia! 

Then, ttarongh a veil ofdreams 

Woven by Song , Truth's yoDthfal beanty glow'd , 
And life's redandant and rejoicing streams 

Gave to the soulless, soni — where'er they Oow'd. 
Han gifted Natnre with divinity 

To lift and link her to the breast of Lore ; 
All things helray'd to (he initiate eye 

The track of gods above ! 



Where lifeless — fii'd afar . 
A flaming ball to onr dnll « 
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Pbffibna Apollo , Inbiagoldracar, 
In sileDl glory swept th« field* of hMTen ! 

On fonder hlU the Oread wisadorad. 
In yonder Iree the Drjid held her home ; 

And from her Dm the gentle Naiid ponr'd 
The wavelet's sfher foam. 

Yon bay, chaste Daphnt wreathed, 

Yon stone was monraful NIobe's mute cell , 
Low through yon sedges pastoral Syrinx breathed , 

And through those groves wail'd tbe sweet Philomel , 
The tears of Ceres sweli'd in yonder rill — 

Tears shed for Proserpine to Hades bonie; 
And, for her lost Adonis, yonder liill 

Heard Cytherea moum I — 

HeaYeo's shapes were charm'd unto 

Tlie mortal race of old Deucalion; 
Pyrrha's fair daughter, humanlyto woo. 

Came down, In shepherd-guise , Latona'ssoa. 
Between Hen. Heroes, Gods, barmooious then 

Lofe wove sweet links and sympathies divine; 
SlealAmathusia, Heroes, Gods, aodUen, 

Equals before Iby shrine I 

Not to that coltnre gay , 

Stern self-denial, or sharp penance wan! 
Well migbt each heart be happy in that day — 

TorGods, the Happy Ones , wereUo toMan! 
The Beautiful alone tbe Holy there ! 

No pleasure shamed the Gods of Uiit young race ; 
So that tbe chaste Camoene favouring were , 

AndihesubdningGrace! 

A palace every shrine; 
Yonrverygpoclsberolc; — Yours the <»wit 
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Of coDteits hallow'd to ■ powM Arine , 
As nish'd Ihe chwifltethand'ring to renown. 

Fair ronttd the altar wliere the iDcense brealhed , 
Moved jout metodiaos daoce Inspired ; and fair 

Above vietorioiu brows, ibe garland wreathed 
Sweet leifBg roood odorous bait 1 

The INelf ThTrsns-swioger , 

And the wild car the einlling Panthers bore , 
Announced the Presence of the Riptnre-Brioger — 

Bounded the Satyrand blithe Faun before; 
AndHaaads, aslhefrenzf stang thcEonl, 

Hymn'd in their madding danee , the glorious wine — 
As ever beckon'd to the Insly bowl 

The mddj Host divine ! 

Before the bed of death 

No ghastly spectre stood — bat from the porch 
Of life , the lip — one kiss inhaled the breath , 

And Ihe mnte gracefnl Genius lower'd a torch. 
The judgment-balance of the Realms below, 

Ajndge, himself of mortal lineage, held; 
The very Furies at the Tbracian's woe , 

Were moved and music-spell' d. 

In the Elysian grove 

The shades reaew'd the pleasures life held dear: 
The faithful sponse rejoio'd remember'd lore , 

And rush'd along the meads the charioteer ; 
There Lluus ponr'd the old accuslom'd strain ; 

Admetas there Atceslis still could greet ; his 
Friend there once more Orestes could regain , 

Bis arrows — Philoctetes ! 
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To (he great doer ofrenovoM deeds , 
The Hebe and the Hei*ea the Thnnderer gaie. 

Before the rescoed Rescuer* of tbe dead , 
BoVd down the silent and Imisorttl Bost ; 

And the Tvin Sure** tbeir guiding Instre shed , 
On the bark tempest-tost ! 

XII. 

AnthoQ, fair world, no more? 

Return , thou firgin-bloom on Nature's face ; 
Ah, only on (he Minstrel's magic shore. 

Can we tbe footstep of sweet Fable trace! 
Tbe meadows mourn for the old hallowing life ; 

Talnlj we search the earth of gods bereft; 
Where once the warm andllTingshapes were rife, 

Shadows aioDe are lell ! 



Cold, fromlbeNorth, baBgone 

Over the Flowers the Blast tbil kiird their Hay; 
And, loenrich the worship of the Oni, 

AUDiveraeofGods mnsi pass away! 
UoDrning , I search on yonder starry steeps , 

But thee no more , SeieDs, therelsee! 
And Ihrongh the woods I call , and o'er the deeps , 

And — Echo auswers me ! 



Deaf to the joys she gives — 

Bllad to the pomp of which she is possest — 
Unconscious of the spiritual Power that lives 

Around, andrnlesher — by onr bliss unblest — 

■ Hercules, who recoTered troin^be Sbadei Alcestii, aFtcr ibe hid 
giten h«r ova liCa to lave ber haiband Admeuis. Alcealis in Ibe hmdi 
of Euripidei (tbal womaD-haler aa he ia called I) becomes the loveliest 
temale troalion in tbe Greeli Drama. 

" I. e. Castor and Pollui are tiaDsferted ^ (he Stars, Hercules lo 
Ollmpoj, tor ibelr dpeda on earth. ■ ■*'■ 



Doll to tbe Art that cotonrs or ettMta , 

Lifae Ihe dead timepiece , Godless Natdrb creeps 
HerploddiDgroimd, aod, bftheleaden weights, 

Tiie slavish motion keeps. 



To-morrow lo receive 

New life, sLe digs her proper grave to-day; 
Aed icj moons with wear; gameoess weave 

From their own light their fulness and decay. 
Home to llie Poels' Land the Gods are Sown , 

Li^tnse lofAsTn that later world discerns, 
Which , the diviner leading-strings outgrown. 

On its own axle turns. 

Home! and with them are gone 

The hues they gai'd on and the tones Ihef heatd ; 
Life's Beanty and life's Melod;: — alone 

Brueds o'er the desolate, void the lifeless Word; 
Tetr«scHBd from Time's deh^, still they throng 

Unseen the Pindas the; were woat to cherish : 
Ab, that which gains immortal life in Song, 

To mortal life mast perish ! 



THE ARTISTS. 

Thii Jniilj ranks amoDgsl Schiller's noblest Poems. He conFesseii 



"thai he had hilhcrto «ri 
ooihlog (0 which he bad gi' 
nuDI Pieces he b«i d< 
PesUval" records the 
panegyiises ihe Influei 
if glowing 



Dotbiog Ihst so much pleased him — 
ED SO much lime.'" It forms one or the 
to the progress of Han. "The Eleosioian 
beneflu ot Agricullure; " The Four Ages " 

Poetry In all times; "The Walk" traces, 
I, (he developemeDt of general ci 



the "Lot of the Bell" commemorates Ibe stages of Life; and "TbeAr- 
* Hiuiebs. 
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tIfU," bj lonu TMn tta« urliwt of Itae Seriei, li ■ndibonw eXfiMi- 
tion ot the cffecl of Arl upon \3ie Hippineu and DigDilj of tbe Buman 
Speclei— t lotLy Himn ia bonoiir of iDtellectud Beaut;. Herein are 
coltecled into 1 symmetrical and lomevbatirgumeDtativewbDle, man; 
taiourile ideal of Schiller, vhich tbe readei will recognise as icattered 
throughoDt hii otber elTuiIona. About tbe time when this Poem nt* 
compoted , tbe nsirov notiona of a certain Scbool of miscalled Gtilita- 
riani were more prcTalent tbaa tbe; deieried ; »nd tbis fine camposilioD 
i« perbapi the moit eloquent iniwer erer given to Uiose thiokera , vho 
hare denied tbe Monlilj ot Fiction, and contidersd Poet* rather Ihe 
Penerteri thin lbs leacben of the World. Perbapi in his Juit Defence 
of Arl, Schiller baa lomewbal underrated the dignity at Scieuae ; but so 
minjimaliPiiiloiopheribaveasiailed the divine uiea of Poetry, ihatit 
may be pardoned to tbe Poet to (indicate bis Art in lomewhat too arro- 
gant a tone of retaliation. And it may be fairly contended that Fidjoa 
(Ibe several fomu of which sie comprehended under the name ot Art) 
hu eierciied an earlier, a more compTehsnBive, and ■ more genial in- 
fluence aver tbe Civilisation and tbe Happinesa of Han, than alne-icnitai 
«t that Inveiligalion oFFacU wbicb [■ tbe purcuit of Science. 

The Poem, In the original, fa written in line« of irregular length, the 
imltition of which — considering tbe nature and the length of the piece 
— Tonld probably displease in an Engliib version. Occasionally too (tor 
Schiller in all his pbUosophieal Poems Is apt to Incur the fanll ot ob- 
■cartly, from which hia pwmi otienljment and narrative are geaersll] 
treaj II haa been Judged necesurj aomewhat to expand and paraphiue 
tbeiense — lotranalale the idea as welt as the words. Butthougb, ver- 
bally, Ihe Translation may be more free than most otbers in Ibis col- 
lection, yet no less pains bave been taken to render the version true lo 
theapirit and intention ot the Author. For the clearer eipositi on of the 
train ot tbought which Schiller pursues , the Poem has been divided into 
aections, and the Argument ot the whole prefiied. If any passages in the 
version should appear obscure to those readers who find the mind at 
SehQIei worth attentive Study,' even when deprived ot the melodioni 
language which clothed iti thoughts, by referring 10 tb« Argumeni the 
aense will perbapi become lufSciently clear. 
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ABCDHENT. 
SiGi. 1. — Han r«g»ded in bit preaeot pilmj' ilale ot clitliatlion — 
tree through Reison, slroDg Uuaogb Lan — the Lord of Nalnre. (1) But 

lei him not forget bis gntiLuds to Akt, which foQnd bJm ihe Savage, and 
by which his powen have bei!D developed — his iou[ leBned. Lei bim 
■01 degenerale trom lerviug Akt , the Qu««n — to a preference for her 
handmaidi (the Sciinces). The Bee and the Worm cicel him in diligence 
■nd neehinicat craft — Ihe Serapb in liDovledge — bul Art ii Man'* 
iloae. (3) It is Ibioogh the Beautiful Ibat Han gains Ihe IntuilioD of 
ta* and Knowledge. (4) The supposed discoveries ofphilosophj were 
long before revealed as symbols la Feeling. Tli'tue charmed and Vice 
revolted, before the Laws ef Solon. (S) That Goddess which in Heaven ii 
Oraaia — the great Deity whom only pure Spirils can bebotd , descend! 
to earth ■■ the earlhly Venus — vii, the Beaulitul. She adapts benelt to 
the childlike nndenlanding. Bat what we now only adore as Beauly we 
Shall, oae day, recognise as Truth. (6) After the Fall of Hao, Ibis God- 
dess — vii. Ihe Beautiful — (comprehending Poetry and Art) alone 
deigned to console him, and painted on the walls of his Dungeon Ihe 
Shapei of Elysium. (1) Wblle Hen only worshipped the Beauliful, no 
Finatieism hallowed Persecution and Hnmicide — withant formal Law, 
without compulsion, they obeyed Vlrlue rather as an inslincl than aDuly. 
(g) Those dedicated to her service (vii, Ihe Poet and Ibe AtIIsII hold tbe 
highest iolelleelDal rank Hin can oblalD. (») Before Ail iolroduced lis 
own symmeliy and method into ibe world . all'wes chaos. (IB) Vou, the 
Arliata, contemplated nature, and learned to imiiaie; you observed Ihe 
light ibsft of the cedai, tbe shadow on Ihe wavs. (it) Thus rose the flist 
Colnmn of tbe Sculptor — Ibe first Design of the Fainter — and the wind 
sighing through tbe reed suggested the Orsl Huslc. (12) Art's Qisl aU 
tempt was in the first cboice of Dowers for a posy; its second, the wea- 
ving of those Dowers into a garland — i. e. Art Srst observes aud selects 
— BBXC blends and unites — the coltimnis ranged with other columns — 
tbe indlvidnil Bero becomes one of an heroic army — the rude Song be- 
comes an Iliad. (U) The elfecl prodirced by Homeric Song . in noble ' 
emulation, -nor in Ibis alone; Hao learns lo live in other woes than his 
own — to feel pleasures beyond aniuial eiuoimeols. (14) And as this 
diviner intelleclua! feeling is developed , are developed also Thought and 
Clvilisalion. (13) In the rudest slate of Han, yon, theArtisIa, lecogolse 

Love awoke wilh Ibe first Shepherd's love song. (ifi| II is yon , the Ar- 
tists, whogeneraliiing, and abstracting, gather all several eiceltencei 
IdIo one ideal, — Tou thus familiarize Man lo tbe nolioaartheGnknown 
Powers, whom you invest wilh Ihe attributes Man admires and adores. ~ 
He fears Ihe Unknown, bul be loves its shadow. — Vou suffered the Na- 
ture around him to suggest the Prolotype ot all Beauty, (ll) leu make 
■ubjeel to youreuda — tbe passion, the duty^ and Ihe Instincl- Ail that 
issoitiered through creslion yon gather and eoDcenirale, and resolve to 
(be-Song.ot to the Stage- Even the murderer who has escaped Justice, 
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ciHuci«iee-*tricken b; th« EomcDidif on Ibe tttat, lereili himidf — 
LoDg berore Pbiloioph} haunted iu dognus la lUad (olved Ibe riddle* 
of F4te — And with lbs wiia of Theipii TKodered t ProTidence. 
(lB)Wtaer«;DBi»mmelrj, jraui deiign [*il in Ihls world , tbey eiinid 
Inlo the wOTid beyond Ibc gr»e _ If lif* be oicr too >ooo [or (he bma 
and good, Poetry inugined the Sbadei bdow, «nd plieed the beroCuior 
■moi^l ItaB Stin.* |I9) Not contented Bilh bestowing Immorulit] OD 
Han — you furaiib fonb from Han , Ibo ideal of tte Immoruli — Vii^in 
Beauty grows inU) a Ptll>« — manly Slrenglh into aJsie. (30) As Iha 
world wiiheut jou is thus enlarged and Uie world wilhta you ajdlated and 
enricbed, your Art eitenda to Philoaopby: — For ii the euenliali tt 
Art are aymmetry and design , so Ibe Artist eilends Ihat ijiuoetry aai 
that design iato tbeijileni of Creation, the Lawa ot Nature, (he GoTem- 
menl of tbe World ; — Lends to the ipberes iu own harmoa) — I* lb* 
llnlveise iis own simmelric method, [11) The Artiil tbus r*eapiiin| 
Contriuaittc every iheni. feels his life suirounded with Beauty— He ha« 
before him in Nature ilstif an eternal model of Ibe Perfect and CoaauB- 

Ctream of hermoay murmurs by bis side — Tbe Graces are his comf Uiiou 
— bis life glides awaj amidst airy shapes of Beauty — Hia soul Is merged 
in (he divine ocean Ihat Haws around him. Fate itiell which is reduced 
from Cbaace and Providence, and which furnisbes bim with Ibemei Bf 
pleasurable awe, does not daunt him. (12) You, Artists, are Ae sweat 
and iriulj companlODs of life ~ You gave us what life hat best — Yoot 
reward Is your own immorlalily and Ihe gratitude of Men's heart*. 
(13) You are the imitators ol the Divine Artist, who accDiDpanies powet 
Viib sweetness, terror with splendour, who adorns himself even lo de- 
Itrojing — As a brook that reOecls the ereniag landscape , so on Uifl nig- 
^rd stream of life shimmeni Pocti;. You lead ua on, in marriage gar- 
ments, to the Unknown Bourne — As your Drns deck our boaei jour fair 
lemblances deck our cares. ~ Threogh the history of the world, we Bod 
that Humanity smiles tn your presence and mourns iu your abaence. 
(») Bumanily came young from your hands , and when it grew old and 
decayed, you gave It a second youth. — Time has bloomed twice from 
leeds sown hj An. (13) When the Barbarians chased Civilisalton from 
fireece, you transplanted it to Italy — and, with Civilisatian, freedom 
and gentle manners — Yel you sought not public rewards for your publio 
benenis — In obscurity you contemplated the blessings you had diffused. 
ps) If Ibe Philosopher uow purines his course without obstacles — if ha 
DOW would arrogate the crown, and hold Art but as the Erst Slave la 
Science — pardon his vain boast. — Completion and PerfecLion in realil] 
rest with yon. — With yoD dawned Ibe Spring, In y<)u U. matured Iba 
Harvest , ol Ibe Moral World. (II] Fat allboagh Art iprung first horn 

■hadawing Dhiaa Bevelali 
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physical materiili, tbe claj' aod the stone — It soon alto embraoed In lu 
scope the apirilual and intelleolu*! — Eien vbit Science diieoven onl; 
mJDisters lo Arl. — Tbe Philosopher obtaios hii Bnt tainU riom lb« Pool 

leUiras to Ihe serviee, end ia applied to Ihe uies o[ Its iuslmctor. — 
When tbe PUlosopbec conlemplales Ibe Natural World, aide b; tllle «ilh 
tbe Artist — Ibe more tbo Latter accumulates imajea o[ beauty, and 
UDiles (hs details of Ibe great design , the more the Former eDricbea tbe 
sphere of his observation — the more profouud bis research — the more 
bold his specuUtioQS ~ The Imagination alvajs assists the Reason — 
And Art which leaches Ptailosopbf to see Art (i. e. Symmetrj and Design) 
eteryvhoro, may humble Ibe Philosopher's pride, but augroents bis love. 

— Thus scattering Hovers, Poetry leads on through tones and forms, 
eter high and higher, pure and purer , till It shall at last altain that paint 
when Poetry becomes but sudden inspiration and the inslantaneous in- 
tuition of Trulhj — when in fact theAttsoughtb; Ibe Poet, the Truth 
sought by the Philosopher, become one. [IS) Then this great Goddess, 
vbom we have hitherto served as the earthly Venus, the Beautiful _ 
shall re-assume her blaiiog crown — and Man , lo whose earlier and ini- 
iiatory probation she has gently familiariied her splendour, shall behold 
her without a tell — not as the Venus of Earth, but as the Urania of 
Heaven — Her beauty comprehended by him in proportion to the beauty 
bis soul took tram her — So from the Mentor of bis youth shone forth 
Hinerra lo Telemacbus. fit) To you, OArlitls, is comtnttted the dignity 
of Man — Itsinlu with you, il revives with you. <30I In those Ages whep 
Truth is perseeuled by tbe Bigotry of her own lime, she seeks refuge in 
Song. — Tbe charm she takes from the Muse but renders her more fear- 
ful to her Foes. (Ji) Aspire then constantly, OArlisU, to the Beautiful 

— covet no meaner rewards. — If Arl escape you, search (or her in Ka- 

In whatsoever fair souls esteem fair. — Do not bound yourselves to your 
own lime — Lei your worlu reBecl tbe shadow of the coming Age — It 
matters not what paths you select— Ton have before you tbe whole laby- 

■white breaks inlo seven tints, as the seven lints re-dissolve into white — 
saTruthisIheBame,'whelher she dailies us with the splendour of varie- 
gated colours, or pervades the Uniiene in one Stream Of Light. 



Upon th« century's verge, OMao, bow fair 
ThouslandeBt, statelj as a Bitenl pllin 
With boughs rar-spreadlDg tbrough Ibe solemn air, 
la the full growth of mellowest years subltme ; 
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Thro' mildiKSB earnest, Ifara'achieTement cilm, 
Eich sense UDfolded , all the soal mitnred — 
The crowning work and ripest born of Time ! 
Free In the freedom reason has secared , 
Slrongin the strength that Lav bestows, ihonart. 
Great in thy meekoess — rich with coanlless stores, 
Wbjcbsleplfor ages silent iathj heart; 
The Lord ofNatare, who thj chains aderes. 
Who in each strife but disciplioes ibj skill , 
ADdshidesCromont the desert allby will! 



Onot, Inebriate with thyHCiofy, seom — 

Scorn not to prize and praise the fostering band 

That found Ihee weeping — orphan'dimdibrloro. 

Lone OQ the verge ofLife's most barren strand — 

That seized from lawless Chance its helpless prej. 

And earlf taught thy jfonng heart the coalrol 

Of A-HT — Ihy guide upon the upward way — 

The softener and the raiser of the soul, — 

Cleansiuglhehreast it tutored to aspire. 

From the rade passion and the low desire: 

The good, the blessed One, who, through sweel plaj. 

To lofty duties lured thy toilless youth ; 

Who by light parables revealed the ray 

That gilds the mystery of each holier Truth ; 

And but to stranger arms consigned — once more 

To clasp her darling, riper for her lore, 

fall not back from that high faith serene , 

To serve the Handmaids and forsake the Queen. 

Id diligent toil thy master is the hee; 

In crafl mechanical , the worm that creeps 

Through earth its deiierous way , may tutor thee ; 

In knowledge (couldsl thon fathom all its deeps). 

All to the seraph are already known : 

Butthine, OMam, IsArt — tbinewhollyandaloDe! 
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Bat through the Horaing-Gate orBMal; go«s 

Thj pathway to the Lmd of Eoowledge ! By * 

The twilight Charm, — Truth's gradual daylighl grows 

Familiar to the Hind's DDCoasclons eye; 

And what was flrst — with a sweet Iretnoloas thrill — 

'Wakened wittiii thee by raelodioos strings. 

Grows lo a Power that swells and soars antil 

Up to tbe all-perrading God it springs. ' 



What first the reason of the Aolique Time 
Dlmlj discovered (many a ceotiiry Oown) 
Lay in the symbol types of ihe Sublime 
And Beaaliful — Intuitively known : 
True , from the seeker as a hre concealed) 
But as an imtinet all to childish sense revealed. 
, Virtue's I^r shape loVirlae love coald draw. 
From Vice a gentler impulse warned away, 
Ere jela Solon sowed the formal Law, 
Whose fruits warmed slowly lo the gradual ray; - 
Ere ibe Idea of Space, thelofioile. 
Before Philosopby, the Seeker, stole — 
Whoevergazedupon the Starry Light, 
Nor guess'd the large truth in the silent soul? 



ShelheUiiANiA, wiihherwreathofrays. 
The glory ofOrioD round her brow; 
On whom pure Spirits only dare to gaze. 
As Hearen's bright Habitiats before her bow ; 
And ronnd her splendour the stars wink and fade : 
So awful, reigning on her sunlit throne — 
When she diswreaibes her of her fiery crown , 
Gliding to Earth ^arth'a gentle Teons) down , 

* i.e.PDelrypTeparedlfagmliidroithekiMiwlBd|eorGad. 
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Smiles on ub but u Beidtt : * — vilh like zone 
OrthesweelGfKesBirded, the meek j^nth 
Of IdAhcj she wears, tbit die maj' be 
B; lafsDts com]»ehended, tnd wbtt we 
Here, but asBEAVTIgtzedoD■IldobeJ'd,— 
WiU, onedaj, ineeliuiDberiiuaeofrRDTH! 

'When llie Creator from his presence cast 

HsD to titj dart ahyss — Mortality, 

Coademo'd the late retnm to glory past. 

To seek aod slrive for with t wearj sigh , 

Amidsl the dim paths of the sensual clay. 

When every heavenlier Nature from his eye 

Veil'd its bright face, and swept in scorn away; 

She only — she, in the low Human cell, 

Herself made human, deign'd with him lo dwell — 

Stoop'd round her darling, wingssofi-brtrading; fanu'd 

With freshening airs, the Sense's barren land; 

And, kindinbrighldelnsions, limo'dwithall 

The lost £ly»iiiu — life's sad dungeon-wall. 

.Ah, in that lender Norse's cradling arms — 

. While yet reposed the mild Humanity — ^ 
War deck'd not Murder with Fame's holy charms, 
Heek'd not the innocent blood; — bnt guided by 
Iliose genlle leading-slritigs , the guileless soni 
ShuQQ'dIhe cold duties, by compnlsion laaghl ; 
Virtue was Instinct — and wilhoat control , 
Throughways the lovelier for Ibeir winding, soDght 
The Moral in Ihe Beiaiiful , — and won ; — 
Each path a ray thai guided to the Sun! 

* t. e. She who , la HeaTcn , it tTnni* — the Dattgbier s( Unoui — 
by Light, <9, oaBanfa, Tenus — the Diiialiy of La<e and BeaMj. The 
Betuliful is to Mortals Ihe teietition at truth. Truth, in lU abslraet 
aplendouT too bright for the eyes ofMan in hii precent atate, tamlliariiea 
itfelf to him ia Ihe ihape of the Beautiful. 
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Ne'er thej who tended faer chtiBle serrlee hnew 

One meaner impulse — aod the frown of Fite 

Paled not their courage friMB its faeallh; hue , 

Asin some holierreslm, their happ; stale 

Aegaiii'd the rreudam while it ghunn'd the strife, 

And won to Earth once more the spiritual , heafeolf life. 

Oh, bapp;! andofmanjmillions, thej 
The purest chosen, whom her service pure 
, Hallows and claims — whose hearts are made ber throne. 

Whose lips her oracle — ordain'd secure. 

To lead a Priestly life , and feed the ray 

Of her eternal shrioe , — to diem alone 

Her glodoas CoaDlenaDCe unyeil'd is shown : 

Ye, the high Brotherhood she links — rejoice 

In the great rank allotted by ber choice ! — 

Tbe loftiest rank the spiritual world sublime, 

Kich with its Starry thrones, gives to the Sons of Time! 

Ere yet unto the early worid ibe Law 
OfthehannODiousSyromelry , which all 
EsseDceandltfe now joyously obey, 
Tour Art divinely gave — wall'd ronnd wilfa Night 
And Chaos, gloomier for ooe sickly ray, 
Han straggled with the uncouth shapes of awe. 
That through the Dark came giant on the sight. 
And chained the senses in a slavish thrall: 
Rude as himself press'd round the shadowy throng , 
Vastwitbonlouiline, without substance, strong; 
So gloom'd Creation on the Savage Breast, 
While briilal lusla alone allured the eye, 
*And uneujoy'd , unheeded, andnnguest, 
The lovely soul of Nature pass'dhimby, — 

La, Of it pass'd bim , with a noiseless band, 
And with a gentle insUnct, tbe fair shade 
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TsMii'd; and linked in one harmoDians band 
The air; Images jour e jes aurrej'd ; 
Tefelt, surrejing, how the cedar gave 
Itsl[gbtshafl to theair; — how sportive, plaj'd 
The form reflected on ibe crfstal ware ! 
How could le fail Ihe gende faints I« read 
With which free Nature met ye on the way? 
Bj eas; steps did eye observant lead 
The hand to mimick the Tair forma at play. 
Till from the image on the water glass'd 
The likeness rose — and Painting grew at last ! 
Yea, from the substance sever'd. Nature's fair 
And phsnlorn shadow — follow'dby Ihe soul, 
Castiiselfon the silver stream, and there 
Rendered its coyness to the hand that stole 1 
* So horn the craft that imitates and takes 
Shape from the sjiadow ; — so yonng Art awakes 
The earliest genius ; — so in clay and sand 
The shade is snatcb'd at by (be eager hand : 
The sweet enjoyment in the labour grows. 
And from your breast the first creation flows. 



Seiiod by Ibe power of thoaghtful coDlempladon, 
Snared by tbe eye tbit steals what it aorveys , 
Nature, tbelalismanof each creation 
With which ber spells enamour jou , betrays : 
Your qnicken'd sense, the wonder-working laws, 
Tbe storesinBemty'a treasure-house, conceives — 
Your hand fhimNatnrettie light outline draws. 
And scattered hints In gentle union weaves. 
Thns rise — tail Obelisk, and vast Pyramid — 
Tbe half-formed Hermes grows — tbe Column springs; 
Music comes lisping from tbe Shepherd's reed , 
And Song the valour and tbe vicinry sings. 
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The happiH choice ofQowers most sweet or fair, 
To weave ibe posy for some Shepherd Haid, 
Lo tlie^it Art, from nature bora, is there! — 
Thensxt — the Dowers the careless tfesscs braid 
In garlands wreath'd ; — Thus step bjr step ascends 
Tbe Art thatnotes, and gathers, shapes and blends! 

Bnt, each once blent with each, its sin |Je grace 
Each offspring of the Beantifnl must lose; 
The artful hand according each its place , 
Con rounds the separate with the common haes. 
Cbarra'd into method b j Ihe harmonious word , 
Column with column ranged — proud Fanes aspire, 
TheHeromeltsamidstlhe Hero herd, 
And peals the many-stringed Mteonian Lyre. 



Soon round this new Creation in great Song 
Barbarian wonder gather'd and believed ; 
"See," cried the emulous and kindled throng, 
"Tbe deeds a Uortal like ourselves achieved'." 
Grouped into social circles near and far, 
Listing the wild tales of the Titan war, 
Ofgiants piled beueath the rocks, — and caves 
Grim with the lion some stout hero braves. 
Still while the Minstrel sang , the listeners grew 
Themselves the Heroes his high faucj drew. 
Then Grst did Hen the soul's enjoyment find , 
First knew the calmer raptures of the mind 
Not proved by sense — but from the distance brought; 
Thejoyal deeds themselves had never wrought,— 
Hie thirst for what possession cannot give , — 
The power in nobler lives than life to live '. 



Now from the Sensual Slamber's heavy chain 
Breaks Ihe fair Soul , which new-iwm pinions buoy , 
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And, freedbjyoa, IfaeincieatSlaTBofPaiD 

Springs from his trtvii) to the breast of Jof ; 

Fall the dull Aoimil-IUrrfers roDDd him vroBgfat, 

On his cltar front the HuiU-KhatoglowB, 

And forth the high Hijestic Slran^r — TaonsBT , 

Bright from the sUrtled brain, a Pallas, goes! 

Now Btaode aablime Thb Han , and to the star 

Lifts his unclouded brow — TbeEiogljOne; 

And Contemplation , sveeping to tbeFir, 

Speaks in the eyes commtrciDg «ilh the StiD. 

Tair from bis cheeks bloom happj smiles , and all 

The richyarieties of soslfnl sonnd 

Unfold In Song — diTine emolions call 

Sweetlearslofectingejes; — and, sistef-^onud , 

Kindaess and Uirlh upon his aceeuu d«ell , 

SodI, like some happrNjmpb, haunting the lips' ptire well! 



Tea , what thoagh buried In the mire and cU]' 

Grovels the Oeshlf Instinct of the wonn; 

What tbongh the lasts and ruder passions sva; 

And clasp him ronod — the lotelleciaal germ 

Tou, Sons of Art, in that dark breast behold. 

Warm from its sleep and into bloorn unfold: — 

Lore's spiritual blossom opened to the daj. 

First — vhen Man beard the Qr«t fonDg Shepherd's lay. 

EnDobled by the dignity ofThoughl, 

Passionibatblush'd the soR desire to oini, 

Caugbl chaster laoguage fVom the Minstrel's tone ; 

And Song, the delicate Preacher, while it taught 

A love onilasting what the senses sought , 

Beyond Possession placed the ethereal goal , 

And to the Heart prodatmed end linked the Soul ! 



The wisdom of the irise, the gentleoesi 
T^t gentle know — the strength that nt 
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Hie gnee that gith«rs roond tbe ooble — jas 

Te blead then all (o Uam ihe Beiutifnl , 

Each riy on Nalure't brovs cawmiied and grovD 

Into one pomp — a halo for your ovn ! 

Thoagh from the llDknownDrnDit;, the awe 

OfHaD shrinks back — to what he knows do dull , 

Tel with what love his young Teligion saw 

The shadow of the Godhead downward thrown ; * 

Gentle the tjpe — though fearful the Uukaown. 

The breasts of heroes Doblyburo'dlOTie 

With the bright Gods that Tul'd in Homer's shy : 

Te did the Ideal from the Naiural call -~ 

Te bade Hen learn haw on the Earth Is given 

The immemorial prototype of all 

Glory and Beauty, dreamed of for the Heaven! 

The wild tumultuous passioDs of the soul, 
The playful gladness of unfelter'd joy. 
The duty and the instinct — your eoutrol 
Grasps at lis will — can as its slaves employ 
To guide the courses, and appoint the goal) 
All that in restless Nature's mighty space 
Wander divided — world on world afar — 
Te seize — ye gather, fiitbem into place. 
And show them bright and living as they are, 
Link'd into order stately and serene, 
Limn'din the song, ocmirror'd on die scene! 
Here, secrelMurder, paleand shuddering, sees 
Sweep o'er the stage the stem Eumenides ; ** 

* i. (. Han ihriabs in a«e from Ihe oolioa of a Di?ioBr Power, 
tboroughl; unVnown; but Itae Gre«k Hjlbalogr [amiliariied Haa to As 
pioTfdcDGe of lbs Soda , and elevaied bim t^ tb« caDtaiDplaUaa of attri- 
bate* in ubicb be recoEuisrd wbateicr he moit admired. — Ait laught 
Hm to see In tlie Nature round him the prolotfpe — tbe Ideal — of Di- 
viner BeautT. 

" The Poel Yiin •eema to allude to lbs SWrr of Ibyena, ubicb at ■ 
■ubaeqneal period furnished Ihe Ibeme of one o[ big bappieat nanatlvea. 
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Oirns, vhcre Lav fiiU , what powers to Art belooB. 

And, screen'dfromlustice, Siids Its doom in Song! 

Long ere the vise their slow decrees reTOlred , 

A. fier; Iliad Fate's dark riddles solTed ; 

AadArt, the Prophetess, Heaveu'sm^'stieplaD 

Of doom and destiny reveal 'd to Man, 

When the rude goat-soDg spell'd the earl; Age , 

AndPraTidenee,* spolcelowrromThespis'waoderlDgsuge. 

Nay, where in f Ail worid. Reason pans'd perpleit, 
Ye [racli'd God onward, sad divined the n&cf 
** Full earlj wont to compreheDd and meet 
HarmoQioas systems never incomplete , 
What IhoDgh the vain impatient eje might Tail 
To pierce die darli Fate through the solemn veil — 
ThoDgh the brave heart seem'd premstuTel; stili'd , 
And life's fair circle halted □ufallilled , 
Tethere, ev'nhere, jour owd unaided might 
Flong lis light Arch across Che waves of Night; 
Led the untrembiiog Spirit on to go 
Where darlc Avenus , waiting, windsbelow; 
Bade Hope sarvive the Urn and Chamel , brave 
la the great faith of Life bejinid the grave ; 

* In the Drama die eMendata ire Providence and Detign. 
" " Dach In den groEse n Weltenlaut 

Vaid euer Ebenmiiu lu CriHi getngen." 
These lines are aitreaiel j obieure. Unless we may toostrue "id rrOb," 
"oery esrly," or "with bold promalurilj." In which casf , referring (o 
the CDDClnaiDD at the preceding slanii , Itie aente would be — That th« 
Poel did DQl confine the operations of a recompensing ProvidcDce to the 
limited eihibilioBs oCthe Tkpipran «aln; but, even in Ibe jntancjot so- 
ciety, and wilb i baldness which might be eonsidercd premature, tob- 
tnred lo-triosFer tbera lo ih« greater stage of the actaal world, and to 
elum CDiDpeosilion beyond the grave for heroic lives ineTilablf oat 
sborl befafe (he]' bad fulfilled their career. ThePoet'e necessary love 
ol symmetry and ayitem (of wblch justice ii a pin) compels him to carrj 
•a Ibe life wUah tails ot result and completion bere, to fulfilment In a 
Ufa hereafter. 
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Show'd ^lere — hov Love the lov'd oaet mora uinld *in — 

How Doriait Caslor giioed bis starry Twin — 

The Shadow in the Moon's psle glimmer seen , 

Ere ;et she fills her horos , and rounds her orh serene I 

High, and more high, the aspiring Genius goes, 

And still creation Trom creation flows ; 

What in ^e natural world bnl charms the efes , 

In Art'»^ to forms which awe the soul must rise^ 

llie Maiden's majeslf, al Art's commands, 

inspires the marble, and — Athen^slandsl 

The strength that nenes the Wresller on the sod 

Swells (he Tast beauty which inrests a God , 

And throned in Elis — wonder of bis lime — 

With hrows thai senienee worlds — siis Phidiao Jote sablime ! 



Without — the Worid bj diligent toil transrormed. 

Within — by new-born passions roused the heart, 

(StreDglbeoedby each successive strife that stormed) 

'Widerandwider grows your realm of Art. 

Stilt Id each step that Man ascends to light 

He bears the Art that first inspired the flight; 

Aadstill the teeming Nature to bis gaze. 

The wealth he gives her with new worlds repays. 

TliQS the light Victories eiercise the mind , 

By guess to reach what knowledge fails to find , 

Practised — ihTOnghoul the Universe to trace 

Ad Ariisi-whole of heanty and of grace , 

He selslheColnmnsNatnre's boundary knows. 

Tracks her dark course , speeds with her where she goes; 

Weighs with the balance her own bands eitend ; 

Metes with the gauge her own perfections lend , 

Till all her beanty renders to his gaie 

The charm that robes it and the law thai sways. 

In self-delighted Joy the Artist hears 

His own rich harmony enchant the spheres. 
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And in tlifl UaiTHu] Scbene bcboMs 
Hie Sf mmetry that leigne ia all he moulds. 



Tea , in aU roaod him cao his ear dirioe 

TheTOlce [hatletU ormethad sod de^go; 

Be sees the life mid which his lot Is throvo , 

Clasp'd round with heastj as a golden zone; 

Id all his works , before his emutoas e^es , 

ToIeadlOTictorj, fairPerrectlon flies: 

Where'er he hears, or gay Delight rejoice , 

Or Care to atiilness brealfae ils whispered voice , 

Where starry CoDtemplation lingers slow. 

Or stream from heav]' eyes the tears of Woe , 

Or Terror in hertboQsaDd shapes appal; — 

Still one harmonious Sweetness glides through all , 

Sod to his ear, andfcesheniog tohislook. 

And winding on through earth — one haunting mnsic-hrook! 

In the refiaed and stilt emotioa, glide 

With cliaslcned mirth the Graces to bis side ; 

Bound him the bright Companions www their dance; 

Aodas the cnrving lines of Beaaty flow, 

Each winding into each, as o'er His glaow 

The lovely apparitions gleam and go 

Id delicate outline — so the dreamily day 

OfLJFe, enchanted, breathesilselfaway. 

His soul is mingled with the Harmonious Sea 
That flows arODod bis sense delightedly; 
AndThDnght, whera'erwithihose sweet waves it glide. 
Bears the all-present Tanus on the tide ! 
At peace with Fate serenely goes his race — 
Here guides the Muse , and there supports liie Gtace ; 
The stern Necessity, tooiliersdim 
WilbNight andTeiTor, wears no frown for bin: 
Calmand serene, he frontsthe threatened dart. 
Invites Uie gentle bov, and bates the fearkss heart. 
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Darliogs of HirmODj df rine, ~- all bleat 
ComptDioDsofonrBelDgsl — whaUoe'er 
Isof Ihisltfe, ^edeareat, nobleal, bcai, 
Took life from jon ! If Man bla fetten bear 
With a glad beart 4hat cbafes oot at the chain , 
Bui dings to duty witbtbethongbtsofloTe; 
Ifaow DO more he wander in the reign 
Oflron Chance, but with the Pover above 
LiDk his barmonions being — what can b« 
Tour bright reward ? — jour Immorlilit; , 
And joorown heart's high reeompcDsel If round 
The ehillce-fonnlain, wheoee, loJfortab, streams 
The ideal Freedom, evermore are fannd 
The godlilie Jo js and pleasare-wecving Dr«ams ; — 
For this — for these — be jonis the grsteftii shriae , 
Deep in the Homan Heart je hallow and reGae. 



Te are the Imitators, je the great 
Disciples of the High 1 J Artist — who 
Zoned with sweet grace the iron form of Fate— 
GsTe Heaven its starrj lights and tender blue — 
Wbose terror more ennobles than alarms 
(ItsaweeultSDS, and its grandenr charms) — 
Who, ev'n deslrojing, while be scathes, Illumes, 
'And clothes wilb pomp the anger that consumes. 

As o'er some brook that glides its lucid waf 
The dancing shores in various shadow plaj; 
As the smooth wave a faithful mirror yields 
To Eve's soft blnsh , and Oower-enameU'd fields; 
So, OD life's stream, that niggard steals along , 
Shimmers Ibe lively Shadow-World of Song. 

Ye, to the Dread Unknown — the dismal goal 
Where the stern Fates await the trembling sonl — 
Te lead us on , bj paths for ever gay , 
And robed with joy as for a marriage-day ; 

Pomu nf Sriiiriir. f 5 
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And (S in gracefiit urns your genius dedis 
Our verj bones, aDdbeaalJ&eslhe wreeka; 
So vith appearaoces diTinelj fair, 
Ye veil the trouble and adorn the care. 
Search where I will the ages that have nll'd , 
The DnmeasaredPist, Earth's Immemorial lore. 
How smil'd HamanUf , irherejecoDsoled, 
How smileless monrned HomaDitj before! 

All strong and mightj oa the wiog , and yoang 
And fresh f^omj'ODr creative hands. It* spruDg; 
And when tbe Time, that conquers all , prevail'd; 
When OD its wrinkled cheek the roses fall'd; 
When from its limbs the vigour pass'd awaj , 
Andits sad age crept on in dull decay, 
Aod tattered on its crutch ; — within jour arm 
It sought its shelter and regained its charms: 
Out from JOTK fresh and sparkling well , ;e poar'd 
The living stream that dying strength restored ; 
Twice ialji spring has Time's stem winter glow'd . 
Twice Natnre blossom'd from the seeds Art sow'd. 



Ye snalch'd — when chased Barbarian Hosts before - 
From sacred hearths the last jet liviog brand ; 
From the dishallowed Orient Altar bore , 
And brought it glimmering to the Western Land. 
As from Uie East the lovely Eiile goes , 
Fair on the West a young Aurora glows ; 
And all the Dowers Ionian shores could yield 
Blush forth, re-blooming in the Hesperiaa Field. 
Fair Nature pass'd its image on the Soul , 
From the long Mi^t the mistsbegan toroll; 
Audo'er the world of Mind, adorn'd again, 
Light's hoi; Goddess re-assumed her reign. 

* I. e. Bumsuilj. 
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Loos'd from the Hilliooa fell the tttttn then — 
^ves beard the Voice that told iheir lights as Men. 
Aod the YoungRacelnpeaCe to vigourgrev. 
Id that mild brotherhood tbey learn'dfrom jout 

Aod jrou , arerse the loud applause lo win , 
Siill in tbe Joj that oTcrflow'd within , 
Sought die mild shade, coatenied to surve; 
'nie World je bri^len'd , basking in the raf . 

IfoD the course ofTbouglil, now barrier-free. 
Sweeps the glad search of bold Pbilosoph j ; 
Aod wiUiself-pteans, and a vaio renown, 

Would claim the praise and arrogate Ihe crown , 

Holding, bulasaSoldierinherband, 

The nobler Art that did in truth command : 

Andgrants, beneath her TisionaryLhroae, 

To Art, her Queen — (he slave's first rank alone; — 

Pardon [he vaunt! —For YOU Perfection all 

Her star-gems weaves in one bright coronal ! 

Wilhjon, theflrslbloomsoflheSpring, began 

Awakening Nature in the Soul of Man ! 

With you fulSll'd , when Nature seeks repose , 

Autumn's eiulling harvests ripely close. 

If Art rose plastic from the stone and clay , 
To Uind from Matter ever sweeps ilsswaj; 
Silent, bni conquering in its silence, lo. 
How o'er the Spiritual World lis triumphs go ! 
WhatinUie Land of Knowledge, wide and for, 
Seen Science teaches — for j/mi discovered are : 
First in your arms the wise their wisdom learn — 
Tbej dig the mine you teach them to discern ; 
And when thai wisdom ripens lo the flower 
And crowning time of Beauty — to the Power 
Fromwhenceilrose, new stores it must impart , 
The toils of Science swell the Wealth of Art. 
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Wben to one height the Stge ascends with joa , 
And spreids the Tale oflUtter ronnd his Tiew 
Id the mild twilight of HTcne repose; — 
Tbemore the Artist charms, the more the Thinker knows. 
The more the shapes — inintelleclnaljoy, 
Lfnk'd bj the Genii which joar spells emplof, 
nemore the thoQght with the emotion blends — 
The more up-buoyed by both the SonI ascends 
To loftier Harmonies, andheavcnlier things; — 
And tracks the slrcam of Beanly lo lis springs. 
Thelovely members oflhe mighty whole, 
Till then confiised and shapeless lo his sonl — 
DiaiiDcl and glorions grow upon his sight, 
The fair enigmas brighten tram Ihe Night; 
More rich the Universe his thoughts eaclose — 
If ore wide the Ocean with whose wave he Hows; 
The wrath ofFate grows feebler to his fears. 
As from God's Scheme Chance wanes and disappears ; 
And as each straining impulse soars above — 
How his pride lessens — how angments his love I 
So scattering blooms — the still Guide — Poetry 
Leads him Ibro' paths, Iho' bid, that mount on high — 
Thro' forms and tones more pure and more sublime — 
Alp upon Alp of Beanty ^ till the lime 
When what wc long as Poetry have nurst, 
ShaU as a God's swift inspiration burst. 
And flash In glory, on that yont^est day — 
One wilh the Tratfa to which it wings the way t 

She, thesoftVenos of the Earth, by Men 

Worshipp'dbntas the Beantiful till then,' 

Shall re-assame her blazing coronal. 

Let the meek veil that shrouds her spleodoar fall , 

Andtoher ripened Son* divinely rise 

In her true shape — the Urania of the skies ! 

* HQiidigen, — her Son, who bis iltained hig majority. 
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Froportlaned to the Beaotf which Hid'b moI 
Took rram her cuKura while in her caalrol , 
Shallhe, with toilless, lighilj-vooing ease , 
Truth in Ihe Beautirul embrace and seize. 
Thassweet, Ihosbeavenl;, was thjgUd surprise, 
SoDOfUljsses, wheDhefore thine eyes, 
Bright from the Mentor whom thj youth had known , 
Jove's radiant child — Imperial Paltas ~ shone ! 

OSonsofAri! into your hands consign'd 
(Oheed the trust, Oheeditandrevere!) 
The liheral dignity ot hnman kind ! 
With yon to sink, with you to re-appear. 
The liallowed melody ot Magian Song 
Does to Crealionas a link belong, 
Blending its music with God's harmoDj, 
As rirers melt into the mighty sea. 

Truth, when the Ageshe would reform, expels; 
Flies for safe refuge to the Hose's cells. 
More fearfol for the veil of charms she takes, 
From Song the fulness of her splendour breaks. 
And o'er the Foe that persecutes and quails 
Her vengeance thunders, is die Bard prevails ! 

Bise, ye free Sons oftbe Free Mother, rise, 
SUIIon the Light of Beauty, snn your eyes , 
Still to the heists that shine afar , aspire, 
Kormeanermeeds than those she gives, desire. 
If here the Sister Art forsake awhile, 
Eludetheclasp, and vanish from the toil , 
Go seek and find herat theMotber's heart- 
Go search for Nature — and arrive ai Art! 
Ever the Perfect dwells in whatsoe'er 
Fair souls conceive and recognise u^ir! 
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Setae on jonr daring piDJons soar Boblime 
Above the shoal aodeddf of (he Time. 
Far-glimmering on joDnciiard mirror, see 
The silent shadow ot Ibe Age to he. 
Thro' all Life's thousand-fold entingled maze , 
Ooe godlike bonrne your gifted sight saivejs — 
Thro' coaDllessmeansonesQleniDeDd, foreshown. 
The iabf rloth closes al a single Throne. 

As in seven tints of variegated light 
Breaks the lone shimmer of the lucfd white ; 
As the seven tints that paint Ibe Iris bow 
Into the lucid white dissolving flow — 
So Truth in many-coloured splendour plajs , — 
Now on the eye encbanied with the rajs — 
Now in one Instre gathers every beam , 
And floods the World with light — a single Stream ! * 



THE CELEBRATED WOHAN- 



[tn spite or Mr. Garlylo's asierlion of Sctailler'a "lolal deBdeBBj in 

numour,"- ve think Ibil the following Poem sufBces lo show thai he 
pottt§§id the gin in oo ordioary degree, and ibat if the aims of a geaiui 
to esaentiilly earnest bad alLonei! him to m-lu/gi it, he «ould havejua- 
tiBed the opioioa of the eiperieuced IfOand as to his capaclliei for arigi- 

* Carlyle's Hiicellaniea , vol. iii. p. 47. 

CanI, myfl-iend, with thee condole? — 

Can I conceive the voes Ibal Irj men , 
When late Repentance racks the soul 

Ensnared into the toils of HymenT 

* There ia eiquiiile akill in condudlDg lbs Poem (after iniisling so 

eloqaently npoa the miiim, that whatever Science dijcoiers, only adds 
to the atorei, oraervei thepuipoie of AH) with an Image borroved from 
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Can ItaVe part id such distress? — 
PoorHartjr, — moalde'oatlj, "Ves!" 
Thoa weep'at becaose lb j Spouse has Qovn 
To inns preferred berore thine owo ; — 
A faithless vrire , — I grant the curse , — 
And jet, mf firietid, itmigbtbe voreel 
Just h«ar Aaother's tale of sorrow, 
And, in comparing, comfort hoirow ! 

What! dosllhou thiDkthjseifuodoae, 
Because tby righla are shared with One! 
O, HippfUan — bemore resign'd, 
Jfy wife belongs to all Mankind! 
Hjwife — she 's foDod abroad — at home; 
Bntcross the Alps and she 'sat Rome; 
Sail to the Baltic — there joq 'II find her; 
LonDge on the Boolevards — hind and kinder; 
Insbort, you 'veonijjtislladrop 

Where'er ihej sell the last new tale , 
And , bound and lettered in the sho[t , 

You 'II fiod mj Lady up for sale! 
She must her Biir proportions render 
To all whose praise can glory lend her; — 
Within the coach , onboard tbeboat, 
Let BTCrj pedant " take a note ; " 
Endure, for public approbation, 
Each critic's " cloae investigation ," 
And brave — nay court it as a Battery — 
Each spectacled Philistine's battery. 
Jnst as it suits some scurry carcase 
Id which she hails an Aristarchus, 
Beady to fly with kindred souls, 
O'er blooming flowers or burning coals , 
To fame or shame , loshrineorgallaws, 
Let him bat lead — sublimely caJIous! 
ALeipsicman — iconfound the wretch!) — 
Has made her Topographic sketch , 
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AkiodofHip, asofaTinm, 
Each point ntaately dotted dovn ; 
Bcaree to myMlf I dtre to hint 
Wlut IhU d— d f^ow waati Ui print ! 
Thj wife — howe'er ^e iliglit the »owi — 
Heapeets, illnsl, tbefUBuoraponse; 
BdI mine to regioat br too high 

For that terrwlrid K>mc Is carried ; 
Mj wife 's "Tb» lAMODi NiMON ! " — I 

"The GeDtlenuD that Ninon married I" 
It gilU fOD that jon scarce are able 
To stalie a florin at the table — 
Confh)atthePit, orjoin the Walli, 
But stratghl all tongaes begin to taUi ! 
O dial such hick eould me befil, 
Jnst to be Ulked sbont at lU ! 
Behold me dvindling in mj nook, 
Edg'd at ber left, — end not a look! 
A. sort or rasbiight of a life , 
Pot out br tbal great Orb — mj Wife ! 

Scarce is tbe Morning greji — before 
Postman and Porter crowd the door; 
Vo Premier has so dear a lev^e — 

Bbe Sods the Mail-bag halfits trade; 
Mj God — the parcels are so Ikiti ! 

And not a parcel ctrriage-pajd! 
But then ~- tbe tnitb mnst be confessed — 
Tbej 'realise charmingly addressed: 
Wfaiie'er ihef cost, the j well reqnite ber — 
" To Madame Blank , The Famous Writer ! " 
Poorthing, she sleeps so soft! and yet 

'Twerewortbmj life to spare ber slumber; 
"Madame — fromlena — theGaiette — 

The Berlio Jonroal — tbe last nnmber ! " 
Suddenshe wakes; those eyes of blue 
(Sweeteyesl) faU straight — on thsBeriew! 
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I b J her side — all oadelected , 

While those cnrs'd eolonuiB ire iaspeeud ; 

Loud sqoail (be childrcD overtiead. 

Still she reads on , till ill is read: 

At last she lays that dariiug by , 

And asks — " What makes the BabjcrrT" 

Already now the Toilet's care 

Claims (rombereanchlherestleubtri 

The Toilet's car«/ — llie glass has vod 

Inst half a glance, andallisdoDe! 

A snappish — pettish word or so 

Warns the poor Maid 't is time to go : — 

Not at her toilet wait Ihe Graces , 

Uncombed Erjaay s lakes their places ; 

So great a mind eipands lla scape 

Far from the mean details of — soap ! 

Nowrollthe coach-wheels to the mnstcr. — 

Now round my Hose her votaries cluster ; 

Spnice Abbi Hilleflenrs — Baron Herman — 

The English Lord, who don't know German, — 

Bot all nncommonl J well read 

From matchless A to deathless Z 1 

Snesksin the corner, shy and small, 

Athing which Hen the Husband calll 

While every fop with tlstiwy Sres her , 

Swears with what passion he admires her. — 

"'Fassioa!' 'admire!' and still yon 're dumb?" 

Lord hiess year SDui, the worst's to come: — 

I 'm forced to bow , as I 'm a sinner , — 

And hope — iberogne will stay to dinner! 

But, oh, atdinnerl — there's die Sling; 

I see my cellar on the wing ! 

Ton know if Bnrgnndj is dear? — 

Mine once emerg'd three times a year ; •— 

And now, to wash these learned throttles , 

In doiens disappear the botties ; 
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Thej well mast drink who «dt do eat , 
(I 'n sank a capital oo OiMt}. - 
Herimmortaliif , I fur, a 
Death-blow will pron to mj Madeira ; 
'Thas given, alas! a moiial shock 
To Uiat old bJend — mf Sleinbet^ Hock ! * 

If Faust had realljanj hand 

In printing, I can nnderstaod 

The fate which iegCDds more than hint; — 

The devii take all hands that print ! 

And what injtbaoks for all? — a pout — 
Sour looks — deep sighs; bat wlui about? 
About! O, (Aaf 1 well divine — 
That such a pcail shoatd fhll to swine — 
That sach * literarf rub j 
Shoald grace the finger ofaboobf! 

Spring comes ; — behold, sweet mead and lea 

Natore's greea splendonr tapestries o'er; 
Fregbblooms the flower, and bndg the tree ; 

Larks sing — the WoodlaDd wakes once wore. 
The Woodland wakes — bat oat for herl 

From Natare'aselfthe charm has Dowd; 
No more the Spring of £arth can stir 

Thefondremembraaceofonrown! 
The sweetest bird upon tbe bough 
Has Dot one note of music now; 
And, oh! how dull the Grove's soft shade. 
Where once — (as lovers then) — we straj'd ! 
The Nightingales have got no learnii^ — 

DuU creatures — how can Ihey inspire heil 
The Lilies are so undisceming, 

The J never sa j — " how the j admire her ! " 

• Lllerttlj "Bierendeiner," ~ 
and leireelj ~- according id our ci 
reipectable owDtr. 
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Inall this Jubilee of being. 

Some subjecl Tor a point sbe 'seeeiDg — 

Some epigram — (to be impartial. 

Well turo'd) — Ihere maj be worse in Hariial ! 

But, hark! Ilie Goddess stoops to reason : — 

' ' The conDtTf nov is quite io season , 

I 'II go ! " — " Whal ! to our Country Seat? '* 

"No! — Travelling vi I] be such a treat; 

FjrmoDt 'sexlremeljfull, I hear; 

But Carlsbad 's qoite the rage this year ! " 

Ohjes, sbe loves the rural Graces; 

Nature is gaj — in Wateriug-p laces ! 

Those pleasant Spas — our reigning passioa ~ 

Where learned Dons meet folks of fashion; 

Where — each with each illustrious soul 

Familiar as in Charon's boat , 
All sorts of Fame sit cheek-bf-jowl , 

Pearis in that siring — the Table d'Htle ! 
Where dames whom Man has injured — fij ; 

To heal their wounds or to eOace them; 
Whileolbers, with the waters, try 

A course of flirting, — just to brace them ! 

Well, there(OMan, how light lb; woes 
Compared with mine — thou need'st must see !) 

HyVife, undaunted, greatly f^es — 
A|0 leaves the orphans (seven!!!) tome! 

0, wherefore art thou Down so soon, 
Thou first fair year — Love's Honeymoon ! 
Ah , Dream too eiquisite for life I 
Home's Goddess — in the name of Wife I 
Beared by each Grace — yet but to be 
Han's Household Anadyomenb! 
With mind from which the sunbeams fall , 
Bejoicing white pervading all ; 
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Frank ia (he temper pleued to plUM — 

Son ia the reflliog waked with caM. 

So broke, •■Natinorthe^ei, 

The Heart-enthnller on mr eyes ; 

SoMwI, likeaMorDorHaj, 

The PUymate given to glad taj wa j ; 

With efes thil mor« than lipa bespoke , 

Ejea whence — Bweetnords— "Hove thee!" broke! 

So — AJi, what tnospoTtg then weramiaa! 

I led the Bride before the shrine ! 

And Hw the faturo yean rereal'd , 

Giasa'd on my Hope — one blooming field ! 

Horowide, and wideningmoro, weregtven 

The Angel-gatea disclosing HeaTcn ; 

Bonnd na the level; , mlrthftil troop 

Of children came — jet still to me 
The loveliest — merriest of the group 

The happy Holher seemed to be! 
Mine, by the bonds that bind us more 
Than all the oaths tbt Priest befora; 
Uine, by the eoneord of content. 
When Heart with Heart is music-bleDt ; 
Wfaeo, BSBWeet soandainaDison, 
Two Uvea hanDonlous mell in one ! 
When — sudden (O the villain !) — cime 

Upon the scene a Hind ProCound ! — 
ABel Esprit, who whisper'd "Fame," 

And shook mj card-bouse to ibe ground. 

What have f now instead of all 
The Eden lost ofbearth and hall? 
What comforts for (he Heaven bereft? 
What of the younger Angel's left? 
Asort of intellectual Mule, 

Han's stubborn mind in Woman's shape. 
Too hard to love, too frail to rule — 

A sage engrafted ou an ape I 
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To vliat Bfae Mils Ihe Realm of Hind , 

Sheleaves tliat iltTone, hvr$tx, tocrawl, 
The cwtQS and the clurm raiga'd — 

A. public gaplDg-shov to all ! 
She blots Trom Beauty's Golden Book' 

A Heme 'mid Nature's choicest Few , 
To gala the gloTT at • nook 

la Doctor Dunderhead's Heview. 



TO k FEMALE nUEND. 



[Tbcas Tsnei vtre iddteued to Cbirtoue Von Langefeld, vbom Schilln 

■Iterwirdi inirried, mil were iDtended w dfuiude her from a 

Court life.] 



Assomegay child, iroaiid whose steps plaj all 

The laughing Graces, plays the World Nimd the* ! 
let not as on thf soul's clear itiirror fall 

The flattered shadows, deem this world to be 1 
The silent homages lb j heart compels 
Bj its own inborn dignitj , — the spells 

That thou thyself around thyself art weating, 
The charms with which thy being is so rife , — 
T is thMv thou couDiest as the eharms of life , 

In Hamao Nature, as thiaeowD — believing! 
Alas! this Beauty bnt exists, in sooth. 
In thine own talisman of holyyonlh, 

[Who cao resist it?] — mightiest while deceitingf " 



• The Golden Book. — S( 
Qica especiallj) the Ciulogue io 

" The sense of the original is tei7 ifaadowy and impalpable, and the 
difficuhy ot embodying iL in an inlelligihie transJation Is great. Il mai 
be rendered Ibua; — "The aileol homagB wbicb Ihy nobility of hein 
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Eajo; the lavish flowers that glad lAfwaj, 

The happy ones whose happiness tboa «rt ; 
The sonla thou winnesl — in these bonnds survey 

7Ay world] — tofA£i world why shonldstifaoD depart? 
Kay, let yon flowers admonish thee and save! 

Lo , how Ihey bloom while gnarded by the fence ! 

So plant Earth's pleasnres — not too near the sense ! 
Nature to see, but not loplncfclhem, gave: 

Afar they charm thee — leave tbem on tlie stem ; 

Approached by thee , the glory fades from them — 
And, inlhyloaeh, their Bweeinefls has a grave ! 



eomfiela, — (he miracles vbich than thjiell bail wtoaghl, — (he charnii 
wilh vhich Ih; eiEilence bas iaveated lire, — these thou lookest oa ai Ibe 
lubstantial attractions of lite itself, and as constituting the verj staple ol 
human nature. But in Uiii thou art mistaken. Wfaal appears to Iheelo 
be Ibe grace and beamy or lite, is but tbe reflection or the wluiheryof 
tiiine own undesecrated youth , and Ibe Ultsman of thine own innoceuce 
and virtue, though these certainly are povers which no man can resist. 
Enjoy the Doners of 1i[e, then; but da not take them for mate than tbey 
are "orlb. Theirs is but a surra ce-b e« uij ; lei Ibe glance, therefore, 
which thou besiowest on them be superficial taa. Gaie on them from a 
distance, and never expect that the core of Ltc will wear tbe same 
altracUve hues as tbosc which ornament its exterior." Schiller baa 
repealed this thcugbt in the Poem of tbe "Actual and Ideal." 
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EABLT FOBHS. 

Ws now trace back tbe stream u> its source. We commeaced with 
Scbiller's raaturest Paemi — wb close wilb his earliest. The contrast 
betweeo the coiaposiUoos in the first and third period is surQcieoUj 

laTish and eiuberani energy which characterised Ibe earlier tales of 
Lord Bjroii , and redeemed , in that Tondettul master of animaled and 
nerTouB stjle, a cerlain poyeny o[ conception bj a vigour and gmfo ot 
eieeution, nhich no English poet, perhaps, has ever surpassed. In his 
poems Ilea the lire, and beats the heart, of Schiller, Thcj conduct as 
through the van'ous stages of his spiritual educa lion, add indicate each 
step ID the progress. In this division, effort is no less discerdible Ihan 
power — both in language and tbougbl there is a struggle at somelhlag 
DOlyetacbieved, and not, perhaps, eveu yet deSnite and distinct to the 
poel himself. Hera may be iraced, though soFlened by Ibe charm of 
genius (which soltens all Ibings), (he splendid errors Ihal belong lo a 
passioDate youth, and that give sueb distorted grandeur to (he giant ma- 
lodrame of " The Robbers." But here are lo be Iraced also, and in tar 
dearer characters, the man's slrong heart, essenlially human in its sym- 
pathies— the tboughllul and earnest intellect giving ample promise of 
■II It was destined lo receive. In these earlier poems , eitravagance is 
suCBoiently noticeable — yet never the sickly eccentricities of diseased 
weakness, but the eiuberanl overSowings of a young Titan's strength- 
There is I distinction , which our erlUcs do not always notice, between 
Oie txtranagaitf of a great genius, and the itfftctalioH at a prelty poet. 



HECrOB AND ANDBOMACHE. 



Will Hector leave me for tbe fatal plain , 
Where , fierce with Tengeance for Pairacloa alaio , 

Stalks Pelens' ralhless sod? 
Who, wbeoihonglid'sl amid the dark abodes, 
Toburl the spear and lo revere the Gods, 

Shall leach Ihtoe Orphan One i 
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'Womu and wife beloTtd' — cease th; tears; 
H; soul is Derrsd — the war-eluig in mj eats ! 

Be mine in life to stand 
Troj'abnlwjirlil — figlltll^^ for our hearths, logo 
Id death, etnltinglotlteaLreanishelow, 

Slain for my Ealher-land ! 

AMDItOMXCMa. 

No more I heir Ihj martial footsteps fall — 
Thineanns shall hang, dull trophies, on the wall- 
Fallen the stem of Trof ! 
Thon go'st where slow Cocytos wanders — where 
Lore sinks in Lethe , and the sanlesa air 
Is dark to light aad joj ! 

BBCTOR. 

Longing and thought — jea , all I feel and think 
Uaj in the silent sloth of Lethe sink , 

ButmyloTenotl 
Hark , the wild swarm is at the walls ! — I hear ! 
Gird on my sword — BeloVdone, drythelear — 

Lethe for love la not! 



ALALIA. 

Pais as an angel tnm his blessed hall* — 

Of every fairest yonth the fairest be ! 
Heaien-mild his look , as maybeams when ihey fall , 

Or shine reflected from a clear hine sea ! 
His kisses — feelings rife Willi paradise ! 

Ev'n as two flames, one on the other driven — 
Ev'n as two harp-tones iheir melodious sighs 

Blend in some music that seems horn of heaven 



' Ulerallj, Walhalli. 
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Sorosfa'd, mii'd, melted life with life united! 

Lips, cheeks bura'd, trembled — bdoI lo soul was vao ! 
AndeBrlhaDdhetTenMem'dctiaos, M, dellgjited. 

Earth — heaves were blent roniid the belorid one! 
Now, be is gone! lainly and wearily 

Groans Iberdl heart, the f earning sorrow Howa — 
Gooel aDdallzestoflife, inoneloogsigh, 

Goes with h[m where he goes. 



A FDNERAL FANTASIE. 



PA.LK, at lis ghastly DOOQ, 

Pauses above the death-still wood — the moon ; 
The Dlght-eprite, sighing, through the dim air stirs 

The clouds descend in rain ; 

Houroing, tbewsnstars wane, 
Flickering like djlog lamps in sepulchres ! 
Haggard as spectres — vision-like sod dumb , 

Dark with the pomp of Death , and moving slow , 
Towards that sad lair the pale Procession come 

Where the Grave closes on the Night below. 



With dim, deep-sunken eye,,,. 
Crutch'don his staff, who trembles tottering by? 
As wrung from out the shatter' d heart, one groan 

Breaks the deep hush alone ! 
I^rush'd by the iron Fate, he seems to gather 

All life's last strength 10 slaggerto the bier, 
And hearken — Do those cold lips murmur "Father?" 

The sharp rain , drinling Ihrongh that place of fear , 
Pierces the bones gnaw'd fleshteis by'despair , 
And the heart's horror stirs the silver hair. 

Poim4 of SthUlir. IB 



,.,::,,,.,C00^\C 



Fresh bleed the fier; Tonnds 

Through all that aganiiing heart nndoBe — 
Still on (be volcelrsa lip9 "roj Father" Mnoda. 

And aUll the childless Father mnnnura " Son ! " 
Ice-cold — ice-cold, in that white abrond he lies — 

Thf aweet and p>ldeD dreams ill Tinfsh'd there — 
The sneei aod golden name of "Father" dies 

Into th7 curse , — ice-cold — ice-eold — heliesl 
Bead, vhaltbf life's delight and Eden werel 



Mild, as when, fresh from tbearmsof Aurora, 

While Ihe air like Eljsium Is smiling aboie, 
Sleep'd la rose-breathing odoacs, the darling of Flora 

Waalona over the blooms on bis wioglets of love. — 
Sogaj', o'n the meads , went his footsteps Id bliss. 

The silver wave mirror'd the smile of bis face; 
Delight, HkeaQame, kindled up at his kiss. 

And the heart of the maid was the prejof his cbase. 



Boldly be apriDgiolhestrife of the world, 

As a deer to the monntaia-top earelesslj springs ; 
As an eagle whose plnmes to the son are anfarl'd , 

Swept his Hope roand the Heiien on its limitless wings. 
Prond as a wai^horse that chafes at the rein , 

Thai, kinglf, eiultsin the slorm of the brave; 
That throws to the wind the wild stream of its mane. 

Strode be totib by the prince and die slave I 



Life, likeispriog-day, serene and divine , 
lalheslarofihemoralngweDtbf as* trance; 

His marmars he drowD'd in (he gold of the wine , 
Andbissorrows were borne on the wave of the dance. 



Worlds laj conceai'd ip (hebopcsofhis joulh! — 
When once he shall ripen to Manhood and Fame ! 

Food Father eiull! — lo thegermsotbiB jouth 
What barvesis are destined for Uaabood and Fame ! 



Not to be was that Uanhood ! — The doath-bell is knelling 

The hinge ofthedeath-iault creaks harsh on the ears — 
Howdismal, OOeath, Islheplaceof IhydwelLiogl 

Nottobevas that Manhood! — Flawoo bitter tearsl 
Go, belovid, thypaih to tbesun. 

Rise, world upon vorld, with the perfect to rest; 
' Go — quaff the delight which tbj spirit hafl won , 

Aod escape rromourgriefin the Halls of the Blest. 



Again (in tbal thought what a healing is found !) 

To meet in the Eden to wbich thou art Qed ! — 
Hark, the cofBn sinks down wilb a dnli, suliensouDd, 

And the ropes rattJe over the sleep of the dead. 
And we cling lo each other ! — O Grave , be is thine ! 

The eje tells the woe that Is mute to the ears — 
And we dare to resent what we grudge to resign, 

Till Ibe bean's sinful munnur is choked in Its tears. 

Pale at Its gbasllf noon. 
Pauses above the death-still wood — the Dtoon ! 
The night-sprite, sighing, through the dimiirslirs: 

The cloads descend in rain ; 

Houming, the wab stars wane, 
Flickering like dying lamps in sepulchres. 
The dull clods swell into the sullen mound ; 

Earth, one look yetupon the prey vre gave! 
Tbe Grave locks up the treasure it has found ; 
Higher and higher swells the sullen monnd — 

Nerer gives back the Grave ! 
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FANTASIE TO LAUBA.. 
What, Liort, saj, tiie vortei that md draw 

Bod; U> bodf io its slroDg eootrol ; 
Beloved Laura, what the charmed law 

That 10 theBOulaUracliagphicks thesoalT 
It iilhg chirm that rolls the slara an high. 

For ever round the sud's majestic blue — 
When, gaj as childrraraand their parent. Of 

Tteir circling dances in delighted maie. 
Still, every star that glides its gladsome course, 

IliiTslilj drinks the lumioous golden raio ; 
Drinks the fresh vigour from the Ber; source. 

As limbs imbibe life's motioD from the brain ; 
With Bonnj motes , the sudd j motes united 

Harmonious lustre both receive sad give , 
Love spheres itltli spheres still interchange delighted, 

Onlj through love Ibe starry systems live. 
Takelove from Nature's universe ofwonder, 

Each jarriag each, rushes the mighty All. 
See, back to Chaos shock'd, Crealion thunder; 

Weep , starry NewtoA — weep the giant fall ! 
Take Aram the spiritual scheme that Power away , 

And the stilt'd body shrinks to Death's abode. . 
Never — lovenof — wonid blooms revive far Uay, 

And, love extinct, all life were dead to God. 
And what the charm that at my Laura's hiss, 

Pours the diviner brightness to the cheek; 
Makes the heart bound more swiftly to its bliss. 

And bids the rushing blood the magnet seek? — 
Out from their bounds swell nerve, and pulse, and sense. 

The veins in tumult would their shores o'erOow ; 
Body to body rapt — and, charmed thence. 

Soul drawn to soul with intermingled glow. 
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The nitrvps that weave Ihe ArachDiao web 

OrSenlienlLife — rules oll-pcrvadmg Love! 
Ev'q id rhe Moral World , embrace and meet 

EmolioDS — Glad a ess el asps IhecitremeorCare; 
And Sorrow, allheworal, upoa the sweet 

BreaslorjouDgHope, is Ihaw'd From iU despair. 
Of sisler-kiQ to melaacholj Woe, 

Voluptuous Pleasure comes, and happf ejes 
Deliveredof the tears, their children, glow 

Lustrous as sunbeams — and the Darkness Dies! * 
The same great Lan' of Sympathy is given 

To Evil as to Good, andifweswell 
The darti account thai life incurs with HeayeD, 
T is that OQr Vices are thy Wooers, Hell ! 
la turn those Vices are embraced bj Shame 

And feli Remorse, Ihe twin Kumenides. 
Danger still clings in fond embrace to Fame , 

MoanUon her wing, and Hies ivhere'er she flees. 
DestniciiOD marries its dark self lo Pride, 

EovjioForlnne: when Desire most charms, 
'T is [hat her brother Death is by her side. 

For him sbe opens those voluptuous arms. 



* Dod enlbiinden von ilcn gold'nen Eindern 
Slrahtl dag Augc Soonenprachl. 
Sebilier, in hit earlier poems, ilrivea after poetry in eipreasion, as our 
young Imllalors of Sbelley and Kcales do. sanctioned generally bt our 
crilio, »ba quole such eipresslons in italics vllh three notes ol admi- 
rilionl He Jtm, Tor instance. ealU tears "'the Golden Children of the 
Rjr." In his later poems Schiller had a much belter notion of true 
beiuty of diction. The geaernl meaning of this poem is very obscure, 
but il seems to Implf Ihat Love rules all things in Ihe inanimate or ani- 
mile creation ; that, even in Ihe moral world, opposite emotions or prin- 
ciples meet and embrace each other. The idea is pushed into an cilra- 
vaganee nalacal lo the joiilh, and redeemed by the passion, of ibe Au- 
thor. But Ibe connecting links are lo slender, nay, so frequently oniilled, 
in Ibe original, Ibal • certain degree of paraphrase in many ofthe ■taniax 
is absolulelj necessary to supply them, and render the general sense and 
■piril of tbe poem inlelllgibic to tlie En^isb reader. 
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The Tery Fature lo Ibe Past bul flie* 
Upon Ihe wings of Love — asllo tbec; 

0, longswirt SatnrD, vflhoDceisIogsigbi, 

Hath sought his dtstsDl bride, Elernilj! 
When — BO I beard the oracie declare — 

WheDSalura unce shall clasp that bridt sublime, 
Wide-blaziog worlds shall light his nuptials (here — 

'T is thus Eternity shall wed with Time. 
In thoie shall be our nuptials ! ours lo share 

r/ia(brideaigbt, wakan'd by do jealous sud; 
SinceTime, Crealion, NUure, butdeclare 

Lore, — Id oor love rejoice , Beloved One ! 



TO LAURA PLAYING. 
When o'er the chords thv lingers aiea) , 
A soulless statue now 1 feel , 
Aod now a soul set free I 
Sweel Sovereign I ruling over death and life — 
Seizes the heart , in „ voluptuous strife 

As with a thousand strings — the Sobchrt ! " 
Then the vassaiairs that woo thee. 
Hush their Inw breath hearkening to thee. 
Id delight and in devotion , 
Pausing from her whirling motioa. 
Nature, in enchanted calm, 
Sileall]' drinks the Hoating balm. 
Sorceress , her heart with thj tone 
Chaining — as thine ef es mj own ! 
O'er Ihe transport-tumult driven , 

Doth the music gliding swim ; 
From the strings, as from their heaven. 

Burst the new-born Seraphim. 

' "TheSorcery."— In (tie original. Schiller, wilti verrqiMilIaDBbl* 
une, coniparei Laura ta a conjuror of the uiidb ftl Phiiaddphii, vhs 
uliibited before Frederick the Great. 
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As vheo rrom Chios' giaol arms Mt free , 
'MJdllieCrealioD-BlonD, eraltlngly 
Sprang sparkliog Ibro' tha dark the Orbs of Llglit — 
So streams the ricli lone in melodious might. 
Son-gliding DOW, as when o'er pebbles glaocing, 

The silvef wave goes danciag; 
Now with majestic swell, and strong, 
As thunder peals in organ-tones along; 

And DOW with stormy gash. 
As down the rock, inToam, the whirling torrenlarushi 
To a whisper now 

Hells It amotonsly, 
Like the breeze through the bough 
or the aspen tree ; 

Heavily now, and with ■ mournful breath. 

Like midnight's wind along those wastes of death , 
Where Awe tbe wail ofgbosts lamenting hears. 
And slow Cocytos trails the stream wbose waves are tears. 
Speak, maiden, speak! — Oh, art thou one of those 
Spirits more lofty than our region knows? 
Should we in fkine the matber-Ungnagc seek 

Souls in Elysium speak? 



LAaRA — above this world methinkg I Oy , 
And feel tbe glow of some Hay-ligbied sky, 

Wben thy loolis beam on mine ! 
And my soal drinks a more ethereal air, 
When mine own shape I see reflected , there, 

In those blue eyes of thine! 
Alyre-Boundfrom the Paradise afar, 
Aharp-nole trembling from some gracious stir. 

Seems tbe wild ear to fill ; 
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And m; muse feels the Goldeo Shepk«rd-4onn, 
When from thy lips the silter music poDts 

Slow, as against its will 
1 see (he yoang Loves Qulter on the iring — 
Move Ihe chirni'd trees , is when the Thriciaa's stria); 

Wild life to forests give ; 
Swifter the globe's svift circle seems to Qy , 
When iD Uie whirling dance thou glidest by. 

Light as t happy wave. 
Thy looks, when there Love's smiles their gladness wreathe. 
Could life itself to lips of marble breathe , 

Lend rocks a pulse divine ; 
Beading thine eyes — my veriest life bnt seems 
Made up and fashioned from mj wildest dreams, — 

I.aura, sweetLlnra, mine! 



Wro , and what gave to tne the wish to woo thee — 
Still, liptolip, to cling for aye unto Ihee? 
Who made thy glances to my sonl the liok — 
Who bade me born Ihy very breath to driah — 

Hy life in thine to sink? 
As from the conqueror's nnresisted glaive , 
Flies, without strife subdued, the ready slave — 
So, when to life's ungBirded fort, I gee 
Thy gaze draw near aud near (rinmphantly — 

Yields not mj soul to Iheet 



It eiquliltetoie'peein Is founded on Ibe PI* Ionic notion, 

united in a pre-eiislenl 9tate,lhBt love is the yearning of 
unite wilh the spirit with which it Fomierly made one — 
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Wb; from iu lord datli thus my sonl departT — 
Is it beciase iU aalive borne thou art? 
Or were the^ brothers in the dtfs ot jore , 
Twin-bouad, both bouU, and ia the links tbej b or 

Sigh lo ba bound once more? 
W«re ODCe oor beings bleat ind iaiertviaing , 
And therefore altUmj heart for thine ispiningT 
Knew we the light of some eitingnished sua — 
The joys remote of some bright realm undone. 

Where once our souls were One? 
Tea, ituso! — And thou wen bound tome 
Id the lang-vaaiBh'd Eld etemdljr 1 
In the daiii troubled tablets which enroll 
The Past — m J Muse beheld this blessed scroll — 

" One with thy love my soul ! " 
Ob yes, lleam'd inawe, when gazing there. 
How once one brlghtinseparalellfe we were. 
How once, one glorious essence (s a God, 
Cmneasnred space our cbainless footsteps trod — 

All Nature our abode ! 
Ronndns, in waters ofdelight, forever 
TolupluODsHow'd the heavenly Nectar river; 
We were the masteroflhe seal of things, 
And where the sunshine bathed Truth's mounl«fn-s| 

Quiver'd oar glancing wiogs. 
Weep for the godlike life we lost sfar — 
Weep! — thonand I Its sett tier' d fragments are; 
ADd still the unconqner'd yearning we retain — 
Sigh lo restore the rapture and the reign , 

And grow divine again. 
And therefore came to me the wish to woo thee — 
Still, lip to lip, loclingforayeuntothee; 
TAit made thy glances to my soul the link — 
Thii made me bum thy very breaih to drink — 

Hy life in thine to sinli; 
And therefore, as before the conqueror's glaive. 
Flies, without strife subdued, the ready slave. 
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So, when to life's nngairdedfon, I see 
Tb; gate draw near and near triiunphaDll j — 

Yieldetb my soal to thee ! 
Therefore taj soul dolh from its lard depart, 
Beeaiue, beloved, its nalivejiome thou art; 
Because the twins recall the links Ihey bore. 
And soul with soul , in tbesweelliissofjore, 

Meets and unites once more ! 
Thou too — Ah , there Ih j gaze upoo me dweUs , 
AndtiijyaUDg blush the lender answer tells; 
Yes! with ibe dear relation still we thrill. 
Both lives — tho' eiiles from the homeward hill - 

Otui life — all glowiag still ! 



MELANCHOLY; TO LAOKA. 

Laura! a sunrise seems to break 

Where'er Ihy happy looiis may glow, 
Joyfiheds its roses o'er thy cheek. 
Thy tears themselves do but bespeak 

The rnpture whence they flow ; 
Blest youth to whom those tears are given - 
The tears that change his earth to heaven ; 
Bis best reward those meliing eyes — 
For him new SUDS are in IbeskiesI 



Thy soul — a crystal river passing , 
Silver-clear, andsoobeam-glassiDg, 
Hajs iDto bloom sad Autumn bj ihee ; 
Nighland desert, iftheyspj thee. 
To gardens laugh — with daylight shine, 
Lilby those happy smiles orthine! 
Dark with eloud the Falnrt ttt 
Goldeos itself beneath Ihy star. 
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Snil'sl thou lo see (he BanDOny 
Ofchann thelawsorNatnre Leep? 

Alas! lone the HarnoDy 
Brings only cause to weep ! 



Uoids not Hades its domain 

Daderaeatb iLisearih of ours? 
Under Palace, under Fane, 

Underneath the cloud-capt Tovers? 
Stately cities soar and spread 
O'er jourmoulderittgbaDes, ye Dead! 
From comiplioo , from decay. 

Springs yoQ clove pink's fragrant blooc 
Yon gay waters wind ibeir way 

From the hollows oFa lamb. 



From the Planets thou may'si know 
All the change that shifls below , 
Fled — beneath that zone of rajs, 
FledioNighta thousand Mays; 
Thrones a thousand — rising — sinking. 
Earth from thousand slaughters drioking 
Blood profusely pour'd as water; — 
or the sceptre — of the slau^ter — 
Wonldst thou know what trace remaineihf 
Seek them where the dark king reigneth ! 



Scarce thine eye can ope and close 
Ere Life's dying sunset glows; 
Sinking sudden from its pride 
Into Death — the Lethe tide. 
Ask'st thou whence thy beauties rise? 
Bonstestthon those radiant eyes? — 
Or that cheek [Q roses dy'd? 
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All Iheir bunt; ( Ihaught of sorrow I ) 
From ihe bfiiUe mould tbejr borrow. 
HcMj ialeresl in the tomb 
Foflhe brief loan of (he bloom, 
ForthebMUIjoftheDij, 
Deitb, the Usurer, Ibou must pay, 
la the loDg to 



Haiden! — Death's too strong for acorn; 

la the cheek the fairest. He 

But the fairest throne doth see ; 
Hiough the roses of the moTD 
Weave the veil by Beauty worn — 
Aye, beneetb that broidered curtain, 
SUnds the Archer slero and certain I 
Maid — thj Visionary hear — 
Trust the wild one as the seer, 
WlieD be tells thee that thine eye. 

White it beckons to the wooer, 
OdI; lureth yet more nigh 

Death, tbe dark undoer ! 



Every ray shed from thy beauty 
Wastes the life-lamp while tt beams , 

And the pulse's plaTful duty , 
And I he blue veins' merry streams, 

Sport and run nnto tbe pall ~ 

CrealaresoftheTynnt, all! 

As the wind the rainbow sbatlers. 

Death thy bright smiles rends and suiters, 

Smile and rainbow leave no traces; — 

From the spring-time's laughing graces. 

From all life, as from its germ. 

Grows the revel of the wonn! 
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Woe, I see Ihe itild wind wreak 

Its wrath upoD Ibj' rosj bloom , 

Wiolerplough thjroDodedcbeek, 

Clond and darkneas close in gloom 
BlickCDing over , and forever, 
Youth's sereoe and silver river! 
Lovealike and Beauty o'er, 
Loveljandbeloi'dDainDre! 



Maiden, ao oak thai soars on higb, 

And scorns the whirlwind's breath , 
Behold thjr Poet's youth defy 
The blunted dart ofDeath ! 
His gaze as ardent as the light 

Tbat shoots aibwart the Heaven , 
His soul yet fiercer Ibao Ibe light 
Id the Eternal Heaven 
OfHim, id whomasinBD oceao-surge 
Creation ebbs and Dows — and worlds arise and merge ! 
Tbro' Nature steers the Poet's thought lo lind 
Norearbnt this — one burner to the Hind? 



Aod dost Ibou glory so to thinkT 

And heaves thy bosomT — Woel 
This Cop, which lures him to the brink. 
As if Divinity la drink — 

Has poison in its flow ! 
Wretched, ob, wretched, tbejwhotmsl 
To strike the God-spark from the dnst ! 
The mightiest tone the Music knows, 

But breaks the harp-slriog with the sound; 
AndGeuins, still the more it glows, 
But wastes the lamp whose life bestows 

The light il sheds around. 
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Soon rram eii^nce dngg'd ««■;, 
Tbe waichral gaolci grasps his prej; 
Towed on the altar of the abosid fire , 
Theipiriis I raised sgaiDSiniTSeirconspirel 
Let — jes, I feel it — two short springs away 

Pass on their rapid fligbl; 
And lire's fiJDt spark, shall, flee tin g fTom thedsf, 

Uerge Id the FonnI orLighll 

And veep'st thoa , Laurat — be lb; tears forbid ; 
Wonldst thoa mf lot, life's dreariest years amid , 

Attract sod doom? — No; sinner, dry thy tears! 
Woaldatthoa, whose eyes beheld the eagle wing 
Of my bold yoalh tbrongh air's dominion spring , 
Mark my sad age (life's tale ofglorj done) — 
Crawl on the sod and tremble in the sun? 
Hear tbe dull froieu beart condemn the flame 
That as from Heaven to yonth's blithe bosom came; 
And see the blind eyes loathiDg turn from all 
Thelovely sins Age curses to recall? 

Let me die young! — sweet sinner, dry thy tears! 
Yes, let the Dower be gathered in its bloom! 
And thoa, yoangGenius, with thebrowsofgloom, 

Qoench thou Life's torch, while yet tbe flame <s strong! 
Et'a as Ihe curtain falls ; while still the scene 
Uoat thrills the hearts which have its audience been ; 
As Deel the shadows from the stage — and long 
When all is o'er, lingers the breathless throng! 



THE INFANTICIDE. 

Hark where the bells toll, chiming, dallandsteady. 
The clock's slow hand bath reach'd the appointed tiui 

Well, beilso — prepare, my soul is ready, 
Companions of the Grave — the rest for crime ! 
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Nov lake, O world! ni; Inst brewell — recemng 
Mj parting kisses — in these tears the} dwell ! 

Sweet are thj poisoos while we lasts believing , 
Nov we are quits — heart-poisoDcr , (are-lhet-wcll ! 



Farewell , je snns that onee to joj in*ited , 

Changed for Ibe mould beneath the runenti shade ; 
Farewell, farewell, Ihou rosy Time delighted , 

Lnrioglo soft desire Ibe carel^s maid. 
Pale gossamers or gold, farewell, swee I- dreaming 

Fancies — (beehildreo ibalanEdenborel 
Blossoms tbal died while Dawn itself was gleaming. 

Opening in happj suoligbt noTer more. 



Svanlike dm robe which Innocence bestowing, 

Deck'd with Ibe virgin favours, rosy Tair, 
Id the ga; time wbeo many a j'ouog rose glowing , 

Blash'd through the loose Irain of the amber hair. 
Woe, woe! as white the robe that decks me now — 

Thesbroud-likerobeHell'sdettin'd victim wears; 
Slill shall Ibe fillet bind this burning brow — 

That sable braid the Doomsman's band prepares ! 



Weepjc, wAonaww/aW— for whom, unerring, 

The soul's white lilies keep their virgiD hoe, 
Ve who wbeD thoughts so danger-sweet are stirring , 

Take the stern strength that Nalnre gives the few ! 
Woe , for too hnman was Ibis fond heart's feeling — 

Feeling! — mj sin's avenger* doom'd to be; 
Woe — for the false man's arm around me stealing , 

Stole the lall'd Virtue, charm'd to sleep , from me. 

* " Dnd EmpflnduDg loil mein Ricbl>chTert«e;n." 
Alineol greil liEour in Ibe original, but which, i( lilerallv I 
lated, woDld leem eilrivtgint in English. 
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Ah, hepcrlupctlMll, iwaaA mauth^ a^HOf, 

(Forgot the Mtpcats sUdgiDgat nj farewl,) 
Giilj, wbco f ID tlw dumb grave uDljiog, 

PoDTtbe Winn wish or speed Ihe wiDtonjesl, 
Or plaj, perchance with his new maiden's InsMs, 

Answer the kiss her lip enamonr'd brings. 
When the dread block the head he cradled prcMM, 

And high the blood his kiss once ferer'd springs. 



Tb«e, Francis, Fraocis,* league on league, shiU follow 

The dealh-dirge of the Lncy once so dear; 
From pnder steeple, dismal, dull, aad hollow. 

Shall knell the waroing horror on thj ear. 
On thf fresh leman'a lips when Lore is dawning. 

And the lisp' d mosie glides from that swecl well — 
Lo, In that breast a red wouad shall be jiwniog, 

And, Id the midst of rapture, warnotbell! 



Belrsjer, whal! Ihj Boal relenUeES closing 

To grief — the woman-shame no art can heal — 

To that small life beneath mj heart reposing! 
Man, man. the wild beast for its foung can feel! 

Frond flew the sails — receding from the laad, 
I watch 'd them wanning from the wlslfal eye. 

Bound the ga; maids on Seine's volnptaous strand, 
'alse incense of his fatal sigh. 



And there the Babe ! there, on the mother's bosom, 
Lull'd in its sweet and golden rest it lay , 

Fresh in life's morning as a rosy blossom, 

Itsmiled, poor harmless one , mytearsawtf. 



' Joiepb , in the originaL 
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Deathlike yet lonlf, eierj featnra speikiDg 
Id such dearMlm and beaoly to Dif sadness, 

And cradled stUllhe mother's bear!, ta breaking, 
The soft'Ding lore and the despairiog madness. 

"Woman, where is my father?" — freezing ihroagh ine, 

Lisp'd the mute InDOcence vjth IboDder-soDDd; 
"Woman, where is thy husbaod?" — caU'daQlome, 

loeveTjlook, word, whisper, busyiog round! 
AJas, for thee, there is no filher's kiss; — 

He fondleth other children on his knee. 
How thou will curse our momentary bliss. 

When Bastard on thy Dime shall branded be ! 

Thy mother — ob, a hell her heart coDcealeth, 

LoDe'Sittlug, lone in social Nature's All! 
Tbirstiag for that gUd TonDt thy love reTcsleth, 

While still thy look the glad foant tarns to gall. 
In every Inraat ery my sdqI is heark'nlDg , 

The baUDting happiaess Tor ever o'er, 
And all the bitteraess of death is dark'ning 

The heavenly looks that smiled mine eyes before. 

Hell, ifmysighl those looks a raoment misses — 

Hell, wheDmysigbtnpODlhoselooksisnira'd — 
The tvenging furies madden Id tity kisses , 

niat slept iD bit what Ume my lips they bvm'd. 
Out from their graves his oaths spoke back in tbander! 

The perjury stalk'dlikemnrderia the SOD — 
Forever — God! — sense, leasoD, soul, snnkaadw — 

The deed was done! 

Francis, OEVaDCis! leagae on league, shall chase thee 
The shadows harrying grimly on thy Qfght — 

Still with their icy arms they sliall embrace thee, 
And mutter thnnder in thy dream's delight! 

Pom, ef SfAilltr. IJ 
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DowD&omibeftofl«Ure, fntbeirtrsnqnilgtory. 
Shall look lh]r dead child wilh ■ f^astly »t«re ; 

Thatahape ihali haunt thee in itawremenUgorj, 
And teomneUue back from heaven — iti home is there I 

Lifeless — howliMess! — see, oh see, before me 

II lies cold — stiff! — O God I — and with Ihat blood 
I feel , as swoops the dl»f darkneaa o'er me , 

Mine own life mingled — ebbing in the Hood — 
Hark , at the door thej knock — more loud within me — 

More awful atiU — its sonad the dread heart gaie t 
Gladlf I welcome the cold arms that win me — 

Fire , qaencb Ihf toTtnres Id the icy gtne ! 

Francis — ■ God that pardons dwells ip hetren — 

FriDCis, Iheslnner — jes — sbepatdoiulbee — 
80 let m J wrongs tinto the earth be given : 

Flaroe seize the wood ! — it barns — it kindles — seel 
There — there his letters cast — behold are ashes ~ 

His TOWS — the conquering Bre consumes them here: 
Hla kisses — see — see all — all are only ashes — 

All, all — the all that once'oD earth were dear! 



nnsl not the roses which jant jonth enjoyelh , 

Sisters, toman'sf^ilh, changeful as the moon! 
Beanlj to me brongbl guilt — its bloom destrojeth : 

1,0, iDLhejudgmenteonrtlcurse the boon: 
Tears in the headsman's gaio — what tears T — 't is spoken ! 

Qnick, bind mine ejes — all soon shall be foi^ot — 
Doomsman — the Itljr bast thou never broken? 

Pale Doomsman — tremble not ! 



bj theiDlbor, U»li(il(iuisanf or ihshigbeslsecrels in (roc pathoi ; — 
it produces iDlereat [or (he rrinAial whila creating terror for the crim*. 
Thli, iDdeed. ia ■ Iriumpb in art never icbitted but bj the bigbestge- 
nltu. The iDferioi writer, when tenluring upon Ihe grandest (Uge of 
patsion (vbicb uDqueilioDsblf eiiata in the delineetion of greet guilt as 
ot beTaieTiilue.)r*ll> into Iba error either of gilding Ifae crime, in order 
to produce sympaLby Tor ihe criminal, or. in the spirit or a apuriouA mo- 
ratily, of involting bolh crime and criminal in a eommon odium. It Is 
10 diicriinindion between the doer and the doed , Ihal we owe Ihe aubli- 
mesttevelalioniorihe human heart: in thia discrimination lies the liey 
to the emolians produced by the <Kdipus and Hacbeth. In Ibo brief 
poeni betora lu a wbole drama is compreheoded. Manelloiu It (he 
oompleteneu ot the piclurei 11 presents — ka mastery over emolioDi the 
moat apposite — its iidelity to nature in its eipoiition ot liie disordered 

But the arl employed, though admirable ot Its kind, tliil Falls sborl 
at the perfeclicD which, Id hia later worki, Schiller aapited (o scbieiei 
vii. the point at which Pal» ccasei. The tears which Tragic Filbos, 
when puresland moat el ei* led, calls [or A, ougblnol to ha tears at pain. 
In Ibo Ideal world, ai Sohiller has inculcated, even sorrow should hato 
ila ehtrm — all Aat barrows, all thai revolts, belongs but to ibatiDtcrior 
(Ohool Id which Schlller'a fiery youth formed Itself tor nobler grades — 
theaehoal of "Slormaid Pressure" (Sturm uodDiaog, is the Gensain 
have eipreaaively described 10- 11 Iho reader will compare Schiller's 
poem o! Ibe *'lDtanlicide," wiib the passages wbicb repreaenl a similar 
orimeln the Medea land the aulhor of ''Wallensl«in" deserves eompa- 
Tiion even with Euripides), he will see the dislinction between the an 
Ihalieeks an </«iit(i( emotion, lod the art which is aalisfled with crea- 
ting aa iitleRt* one. la Euripides, the detail — tbe reality — all that can 
degrade (error Into pain — are lafUly dismissed. The Titan grandeur ol 
Ibe Sorceress remotes ua from too close an approach to tbe crune of Ihe 
unoatural Mather— the emalion of pity changes inia awe-- Just at the 
pitch before the coarse synpalby of actual pain can be elTected. And It 
is the avoidance of realily — It Is the all-purifying Presence ottbe Idoal, 
which mate the vast dislinction in our cmoiioni between following, with 
aboeked and diapleasing pily, the crushed, broken-hearted, morldl cri- 
minal la thescslTatd, and gaiing wilh an awe wblch bat pleasure ot ila 
own npOD Ibe migbly Murderess — soaring out of Ibereachofbomanll), 
upon bet DragoD-Car 1 



cCoogk 



THE GBEATTfESS OF CB£AT10«. 
Upon the wipfedwiads, amoog the rolling worlds I flew , 
Which, hf the braalhiDg spirit, erst from aacieot Chaos grew; 

Seeking to land 

Od the Tarlhest siraad , 
Where life lives DO longer to. uichor alope , 
And gaze on Creatioa's last bonndarr-stone. 

Blar after star aronnd me now its shiaing youth aprears , 

To wander through the Finnameal its dajotthoDMOdjear* — 

Sportiye they roll 

Boand the charmed goal: 
Till , as 1 loolc'd on the deeps afar , 
The space waned — void ofasJDglestar. 
Onto the Realm ofNoihiogDess — on still in dauntless flight. 
Along the splendours swiftly steer my sailing wings of light; 

Heaven at the rear , 

Paleth, mist-like and drear; 
Tet Sim as I wander, the worlds in their glee 
Sparide op like the babbles that glance on a Sea! 
Aod towards me now, the selfsame path I see a Pilgrim steer! 
"Halt, Wanderer, halt — and answer me — What, Pilgriin, 
seek'sllbouhere?" 

" To the World's last shore 

I am sailing o'er , 
Where life lives no longer lo anchor alone , 
.And gaze on Creation's last boon dary-stooe." 

"Thou sail'st in vain — Return! Before thypath, Infivitt!" 
"ADdlhouiavain! — Behind me spreads iNViKiri lodieel 

Fold thy wings drooping, 

Thought, eagle-swooping! — 
O Fantasie , anchor ! — The Voyage is o'er : 
Creation, wUd sailor, flows on to no shore ! " 
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ELEGT ON THE DEAIH OF A YOFTH.* 

[Slid la be Ibe Poet Rudolf TeckherllD.) 
Hbavt mosna , as wbea Nature the Slonn is Coretelliag, 

Tiom tbeDarkHoaseofMounuDgcomeMdon Iheear; 
The Deaih-Qote on high from the steeple is knelliDg, 

And sloni]' comes hither a jfOQlhoiilheBier; — 
AfonthDotjet ripe for that gamer — the tomb, 

AhlossomplQck'dofffrom thesweeisteinofMaf , 
Each leaf ia its verdure, each bud in lis bloom: 

A. jouth — wilh the ejti fet enchanted by day ; 
A Son — to the Mother, «ord of delight! 

A Sod — to the Mother, O thought of despair! 
Hjr Brother, mj friend I — To the grave and the night 

FoUov, ;e that are human, the treasure we bear. 
Ye Piues , do je boast that nnshaltered year boughs 

Brave Uie storm when it rushes, the bolt vfaen it falls? 
Ye Hills, that the Heavens rest Ibeir pomp on jour br^wi^ 

Ye Ueaveos , that the Sons have their home ia your hallst 
Does the Aged emit in the works he has done — 

The Ladders by which he has cUmh'd to BenownT 
Or the Hero , in deeds by which valonr has won 

To the height* where the Temple of Glory took* down 1 
When the canker the bud doth already decay. 

Who can deem that Aii ripeness is fcee from the worm ; 
Who can hope to endure, vben the yonng fadeaway. 

Who can count on life's harvest — the blight at the germ? 
How lovely with yonlh , — aud with youthhow delighted. 

His days, in the hues ofthe Rose glided by! 
How sweet was the world aud how fondly invited 

TbeFntare, that Fairy enchanting his eye! 

* or Ibis Poem, B9 of Grafs diviae and unequalled ElegT, it may be 
trot; laid that It abaands in thoughts lo natural, tbal Ibe reader at Brsi 
believeg Ihey have bFFn often eipreisedbelore, but hia meTnorj will not 
enable him to trace a pretious owner. Tbe whole Poem has the rare 
beauly of being at ones ramillar and original. 
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All life like a Partdise smll'd on big v»j , 

And, lo! BrntbeUoiberTcepoTCThUbed, 
See IbegniroflheHadesjawn wide for its prej, 

Seethe BhearaofthePircie gleam over the thread! 
Earth and Heaven which sach jof to the living one save , 

From his gaze darkened dimljl — and sadly aDOsighiag 
The dying one shrunk Trom the Thought of the grave, — 

The World, oh! the World is so sweet to the Djiog! 

Dnmb and deaf is all sense in the Narrow Hansel — deep 

Is the slomber the Grave's heavy curtains enfold ! 
How silent a Sabbath eternally keep , 

O Brother ~ Ihe Hopes ever bnsj of old ! 
Ofi the Snn shall shine down on Ihj green native hill. 

But the glow of his smile thou ahalt feel never more ! 
Oft the west wind shall rock the young hlossonts, butslill 

Is the breeze for the haart that can hear never more ! 
LovegildSDotfortheeallthe world with its glow. 

Never Bride in the clasp of thine arms ^all repose; . 
Thou canstsee not our tears, thougbin torrents they flow. 

Those eyes in the calm of elernily close! 
Tet happy — oh, happy, at least in thy slumber — 

Serene is the rest, where all tronble mnGt cease; 
Forthesorrowsmnst die with the joys they ontoamber. 

And (he pains of the flesh with its dast — are at peace! 
Tbetoolhofsharpslanderlhonnever canst feel. 

The poison of Vice cannot pierce to thy cell ; 
Over thee may the Pharisee thunder his zeal . 

And the rage of the Bigot devote thee to Hell ! 
Tbaagh the mask of the saint may tbe swindler disguise; 

ThonghEarth'sinstice, that Bastard ofRight, vemayse 
Atplay with mankind as the cheat with his dies. 

As now so for ever— what matters to thee? 
Over thee too may Fortune (her changes onknowo) 

Blindly give to her mioioos the goods they desire ; 
Now raising her darling aloft to the throne. 

Now horliog the wretch whom she raised — lo the mire ! 
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Bappr thou , liappj thou — io the still dutow cell ! 

To this strange tragi-comedy acted on earth. 
To these waters where Bliaa is defii'd el the well , 

To this iatierj ofehiDces in sorrow and nirlh , 
To this rot and this ferment — this sloth and this strife, 

To the dif and the Dight of this toilsome repose, 
To this Heaven full of Devils — O , Brother ! — to lifb — 

Thine ejres in the calm of Elernit; close! 

Faretheewell, fareiheewell, Belov'dof thesoul! 

Our jeamings shall hallow the loss we deplore; 
Slumber soft in the Grave till we win to thj goal — 

Slumbersofi, siumbersoft, till we see IheS once more! 
Till the Trumpet that heralds God's coming in thunder. 

From the hill-topsof light shall riogoverlhyhed — 
Till the portals of Death shall be riven asunder. 

Andthestorm-windof God whir] the dust of the Dead; 
Tiilthebreathof Jehovah shall pass o'er tbe Tombs, 

Till their seeds spring to bloom at the life of the Breath , 
Till the pomp of tbe Stars into vapour consumes. 

And the spoils he baih captured are ravished from Death. 
If not in the worlds dream'db; sages, nor given 

Id the Eden the Multitude hope to atlaia , 
If not where tbe Poet hath painted bis Heaven, 

Still, Brother, we know we shall meet thee again! 
Is there truth in tbe hopes which the pilgrim beguileT 

Does the thought still eust when Life's joume; is o'erT 
Does Tirtue conduct o'er tbe drearjr deBle? 

Is the faitb we have cherish'd a dream and no morel 
Already the riddle is bared to thy eight, 

Already thy soul quaffs the Truth it has woo , 
TfaeTrulb that streams forth in its waters of light 

From tbe chalice the Father vouchsafes to the Son 1 
Drawnear, then, silent and dark gliding Train, 

Let (he feast for the Highly Destroyer be spread ; 
Cease tbe groans which BO loudly, so idly complain, 

Heap the mould o'er the mould — heap the dust o'er the Dead I 
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Who ciQ solve tlie deems of God's S«Dalef — the heart 

OftliegroiuidlessibjBS, whatlheeje thiteiplores? 
Boljl — holj! — all holj in darkness thon art, 

God of the Grave, whom our shadder adores! 
Earth to Earth maj return , die material to matter. 

But high from the cell soars the epirit above i 
Hisashes the winds of the tempest maj scatter — 

The life of Eternit; lives in his loveit 



THE BATTLE. 

Hkatt ajid solemn , 

A cloud]' column , 

Thro' the greeu plain they marcbing came ! 
Measureless spread , like a table dread , 
For the wild grim dice of the iron game. 
The looks are benl on the shaking ground , 
And the heart beats loud with a knelling sound ; 
Sviflbylhebreasls that must bear the brunt. 
Gallops the Hajor along the front — 

"Hall!" 
And fetter'd the; stand at tbe stark command. 
And the warriors, silent, halt! 

Proud in the blash of morning glowing, 
What on the hill-tt^ shines in flowiog! 
" See jou the Foemaa's banaers waving?" 
"Wesee theFoeman's baaners waving!" 
"God be with ye — ehildreo and wife!" 
Hark to the Ui^c — the trump and theGfe, 
How they ring thro' the ranks which they rouse to the strife I 
Thrilling thej sound with their glorious tone , 
Thrilling they go through the marrow and bone! 
Brothers, God gr <mt when ViU life it o'er. 
In the Ufa to come that we meet once more I 

See Ibe smoke how the lightning is cleaving asander ! 
Hark the guns, peal on peal, how they boom in their Ihnudar! 
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From host to host, «iUi hiadliog Mimd , 
The shoatiag sigoal circles round, 
Af , shout it forth lo life or death — 
Freer already breathes the breath! 
Thewaris wagiDg, slaughter ragiDg, 
And heav; through the reelung pall , 

The iron Death-dice fall! 
Nearer thej close — foes opon foes 
" Read J ! " — From square to sqaare it goes , 

Down on the knee the; sanli , 
And the fire comes shaq) from the foremost rank. 
Hanj a man to the earth it sent, 
Many a gap by the balls is rent — 
O'er the corpse before springs the hinder-mtn. 
That the line may not fail to the feaTless vau. 
To the right, to the left, and around and around. 
Death whirls in its dance on the bloody ground. 
God's sunlight is qnench'd in the fiery fight, 
Over the host falls a brooding Night ! 
Brothert, God grant when tfiU life is o'er, 
bi the Hfe to come that we meet once more I 

The dead men lie bathed in the weltering blood , 
And the living are blenl in the slippery flood , 
And the feet, as they reeling and sliding go. 
Stumble still on the corpses that sleep below. 
"What, Francis!" "Give Charlotte my last farewell." 
As Uie dying roan murmurs , the tbunders swell — 
"I 'II give — Oh God! arelheir gunssonearl 
Ho! comrades! — yon voUey! — look sharp to the rear! 
1 II give thy Charlotte thy last fareweH , 
Sleep soft I where Death thickest descendeth in rain. 
The friend thou forsakest thy side shall regain ! " 
Bitherward — thitherward reels the tight. 
Dark and more darkly Day glooms into night — 
Brotheri, God grant when thii life it o'ar. 
In th^ life to coms tkat via meet once more I 
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Birii to the hoob that gtlloping go ! 

The AdjatanU OTiog, — 
The horsemeo presB hard on the psDliog file, 

Their (hnnder boDDU ia dying — 

Ticiorjl 

The terror bis H^ied on ih« dasterdB all , 

Aikd their coloate fall 1 

Closedis the brant of the glorioasBght: 

And the day, like aconqneror, bursts on the night. 

TrampetandGh swilling choral along, 

^le Iriomph already sweeps marching in song. 

Far«w»tl, /alien brothert , tlu>' tkit life bt o'er , 

T^tre 'i another , in telueh we ihali meet you onct mora I 



OMoHUHBMT of Shame to this oat lime! 
DishoaoariDg record to thy mother clime; 
HailGraTeofBonsseiu! — here iliy troubles cease! 
Thy life one search for Freedom and forPeace; 
Thee, Peace and Freedom tire did ne'er allow, 
TtiyMarch la ended, and tboa Gnd'st them now! 
When vlU the old wonnds scar! — !□ the dark age 
Periah'd the wise; — Light conies — How fares the sage? 
The same in darkness or in light his fate , 
Time hrioga no mercy to the Bigot's hate ! 
Socrates charmed Philosophy to dwell 
On Earth — byfalsephilosophershefell; 
In Roussean , Christians msrk'd their victim — when 
Rousseau enlisted CbristiaDS ioto Men! 
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FRIENDSHIP. 

[From "Letlertor Julius to Bsphael," an unpabli»h«d NaT«l.] 
Friend! — ibe Great Holer, easiljcootefil, 

Needs not the laws it has laborions been 
The task of a mall Professors to iaTent; 

A siDgle wheel impels the whole machine 
Haller and spirit; — yea (hat simple law, 
PervadiDgNatore, which our Newton saw. 

This taught the spheres, slaves to One gold eo rein, 

Their radiant lab jrioLhs to weave aroand 
Creation's mighLj heart; this made the chain. 

Which into interwoven systems bonud 
All spirits streaming to the spiritual Sun, 
Asbrookslbaieret into ocean mn! 

Did Dot the same strong mainspring arga and guide 
OoT Hearts to meet in Love's eternal bond? 

Link'd lo thine arm, OBaphael, by thy side 
Might I aspire to reach to sools beyond 

Onrearth, and bid the bright Ambition go 

TolhatPerreclioD which the Angels know! 

Happy, O happy — I have fonnd tbee — I 
Haveontof millions faaad thee, and embraced; 

Thoa, ont or millions , mine! — Let earth and sky 
Eetarn to darkness, and the antique vasle — 

To chaos shock' d , letvrarrlngatomsbe, 

Still shall each heart nnlo the other flee ! 

Do I not find within ihy radiant eyes 

f air«T rdections of all joys most fair? 
In Ihee I marvel al myself — the dyes 

Of lovely earth seem lovelier painted (here , 
And in the brightlooksoftbe Friend is ^ven 
Aheavenlier mirror even of the Heaven I 
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Sidaeucaitsoffitsload, utdguly goes 
From the latoleriDt aUrm to rest avbile, 

In Love's tine heart, sore havea of repose; 

Does not Paia's reriest transports leun to smih 

From that bright eloqaenee Affection gave 

To (riendlj looks? — there, BndlnolFainagtaie? 

1q all Creation did I stand alone , 

Slill to the rocks mf dreams ■ son] should find. 
Mine arms shoald wreathe themselves aroand the sione , 

Mj gfrieFshoDld feel a listener in the wind ; 
Hjjoj — its echo in Uie caves should be! 
Fool, iffewill — Fool, for sweelSjmpatbj! 

We arc dead groups of matter when we hale ; 

Bulwben welove weareasGodsl — Cnlo 
Tbe gentle fetters j earning , throi^ each stale 

And shade of being mnltiform, and thro' 
All coDDtless spirits (save ofall the sire) — 
Moves, breathes, aadblends the one divine Desire. 

Lo! arminarm, thro' every upward grade. 
From Ihe rade Mongol to tlie starr; Greek, 

Who the fioe link beLween the Horta! made, 
And Heaven's last Seraph — everywhere we seek 

Union and bond — till in one sea snblime 

OfLove be merg'd all measure and sU lime ! 

Friendless ruled God His solitary sky ; 

Hefelt Ibe want, and therefore Sools were made. 
The blessed mirrors of His bliss! — His Eye 

No eqoal in His loftiest works surveyed ; 
And fVom Ibe sonrce whence souls ire quickened — He 
Called His Companion forth — Etebmitt ! 
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A GBOUP IN TARTAEUS. 
Hark, ashoarsemnniiiirsofagitlieriDgBeB — 

As brooks thil howliof; Ibrou^ black gorges go , 
Groans sullen , bollow, andetemallj, 

One vailing Woe ! 
Sharp Anguish shrinks the shadows Ibere; 
And blasphemous Despair 
Yells its wild curseb'om jaws that oerer close; 

And ghasti; efes for CTer 

Slare on the bridge of the releniless Biyer , 
Or watch the mournful wave as fear on jearilQows, 

And ask each other, with parch'd lips that writhe 
Into a whisper, "When the end shall be?" 

The end? — Lo , broken in Time's hand the scjthe , 
And round and round rerolves Etemii} ! 



ELT8ICH. 
Past the despairing wail, — 
And the bright banquets of the Eljsian Tale 

Melt eTBry care awa j ! 
Delight, thatbreathes and mo<res Tor ever. 
Glides through sweet fields like some sweet river! 

Elfsian life survey! 
There, lyeshwUh jronth, o'er jocund meads. 
His merry west-winds blithely leads 

The ever-blooming May ! 
Through gold-woven dreams goes the dance oFlbe Hours, 
In space without bounds swell the soul and its powers. 

And Truth, with no veil, gives her Tace lo the day. 
And joy lo-day and joy to-morrow. 

But wafts the airy soul aloft; 
The very name is lost lo Sorrow , 

And Pain is Baplnre tuned more eiquisilely sofl. 
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Here the Pilgrim repuses ihe world-wear; limb , 
And forgets io lbs ^idow, coo I- breathing and dim, 

The load he shall bear never more ; 
Here the Hover, his sickle at rest, by the streams, 
Loll'd with harp strings , reviews, io the calm ofbis dreams, 

Theflelda, when the hanest is o'er. 
Here, Ue, whose earsdraDkiothebatlleroar, 
Whose baoDers siream'd npoo Ihe sUrlled wiod 

A thuoder-stoTm , — before whose Ihuodet (read 
The mountains trembled, — In soft sleep recliaed. 

By Ihe sweet brook that o'er lis pebblj bed 
In silver plays, andmarmnra to the shore, 
Hears the stem clangour of wild spears do more! 
Here the Irue Spouse the lost-beioved regains. 
And on the eaamell'd coach of SDrnmer-plBlns 

Mingles sweet kisses with the lephjr's breath. 
Here, crown'dailast, Love never knows decay, 
Living throngh ages its one Bridal Dat, 

Safe from the stroke of Death ! 



THE BEFDGEE. 

Frssb breathes Ihe living air of dewningDif, 

The jonng Light reddens thro' the dusk; pines. 
Ogling Ihe tremulous leaves with wanton ray: 

The cloud-capt hill-tops shine , 

"With golden flaroe divine ; 
And all melodious thrills the lusty song 

Of sky-larks, greeting the delighted Snn; 
As Io Aurora's arms he steals along — 
And now in bright embrace she clasps the glowing one ! 

OLlght, hall to thee! 

How the mead and the lea 
ne warmth and the wave of thy splendour suffuse! 

How silver-clear, shimmer 

Thefields, andhowgliQimer 
The tbonsand suns glass'd in Ihe pearl of the dews ! 
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How frolic and ga; 
Is joung Nature at play, 
Wbere the cool brealhing shade with low vhispere is sweet; 
Sighiag soft ronnd the rose , 
The Zephyr, its lover, earessloglf goes. 
And over the Meadow the light tapoare fleet I 
How, high o'er the citj the smoke-cloud is reeking, 
^hat sDorting, and ratting, and trampling, andcreaUog; 
Neighs the horse — the bull lows, 
And the heivj vaia goes 
To (he vaite; that groans vitfa the lamnlt of Daj; 
The life of the Woodlands leaps up to the eye — 
The Eagle, the Falcon, the Hawk, wheel od high. 
On the wings that eiolt in the ray I 
Where shall 1 rOam , 
O Peace, for thy home? 
With the staff of the Pilgrim , where wander to Theel 
The f^ce of the Earth 
With the smile of its mirth 
Has onlya grave for me! 
Risenp, OcosyHoro, whose lips of love 

Kiss into hlushing splendour grove and field; 
Sinkdown, OrosyEve, that float'sl above 

The weary world , in happy slambers seal'd. 
Mom , in the joyous world Ihou reddenesi over 
But one dark Burial-placethe Pilgrim knows! 
OEve, the sleep thy rosy veil shall cover 
Is — bat my long repose ! 



THE EXOWEBS. 



Childhbm of Suds restored to youth , 
Id pnrfled Fields ye dwell , 

Beared to delight and joy — in soolb , 
Kind Nature loves ye well ; 
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Broidered will) light the robes ;e vetr , 
Ani libenl Flora decks ;e fair , 

Id goi^ons-colonred pride: 
Tet «oe — fipriug's harmlesa Infants — Woe. 
Hourn, (iiTje wither tiliilBje glow — 

Monra for the soul denied ! 

The U;brk and the Nifhtbird sing 

To jon their Hjmni of Lot* , 
And Sylphs ibat waaioa on die wing 

Embrace jour blooms aboTe ; 
WoTen for Lore's soft piUow , were 
The Chalice crowns yeblnshing bear, 

BftfaeldaliaaQneeD: 
Tetweep, son Children of the Spriog, 
The reelings Lore alone can bring 
To joa deofed haTe been ! 

Bnlmein vain mjLanra's'ejes, 

Her Mother hath forbidden; 
For in the bndsl gather, lies 

Love's Bjvibol-langoage hidden — 
Mnte Heralds of Tolnp toons pain 
ItOQchje — life, speech, heart, jegain, 

And seal, denied before: 
And silently yonr leaves enclose 
The mightiest God in arch repose , 

Soft cradled in the core ! 



• Wony, In tbe Editions of Schiller's GoUeeled Works; butLaara, 
when tb« Piem vat first printed In tfae Anlbologj. In the earlier farm 
at the poem, it wm not, hoverer, tbs Poet who sent the flower* (oLanra, 
but Lanra who lenl (be Hovers to bim. 
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DoIdteamtetDl tniBttom;e;eT 

Hj sight aare some Tapoor most covtrT 
Or, there, did mfMinoa pass bj — 

Mf Minna — and knev not her lover? 
On the iroi of the coicotnb she crost, 

Well the fan might Its zephjr bestow ; 
Herself tn her vanit]' lost. 

That wanton m^MinniT— Ab, no! 



In the gilts ofm; love sbe was drest, 

Hj plnmes o'er her Enmmer hat quiver ; 
The ribbons that flannt in ber bretat 

Uightbidher — remember Ihegiverl 
And still do the; bloom on tii; bosom, 

The flowerets I gathered for thee! 
smi as fresh is the leaf of each blossom , 

T is ihe Heart that has faded from met 



Go and take, then, the incense thsT leader; 

Go , the one that adored thee forget I 
Go, UijcharmstotiieFeigiiersiirrender, 

In my scorn Is m7 comforter yet! 
Go, for thee with what tmst and belief 

There beat not ignobly a heart. 
That has strength yet to strive with the grief 

To have worshipp'd the trifler thou art ! 



Tby betDty % heart hath betrey'd — 
Thy beauty — shame, Miona, totheel- 

To-morrow its glory will fade. 
And its roses all withered will be 1 

«u af SMIlT. , IS 
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The svillows ibtt swarm in th« son 
Will fl J Then the north winds ivaken , 

The false ones thine AatBoiD will shun. 
For whom then the tme hut fontken 1 

'Uidthe wrecks of thy charms in December, 

I see thee alone in decs;, 
Ajid each Spring shall but bid thee remember 

How brief for thyself was the May ! 
Then they who so wantonly dock 

To the rapinre thy kiss can impart, 
Shall scoff at thy winter , and mock 

Thy beanty as wreck'd as thy heart! 

Thy beaaty thy heart hath betray'd — 

Thy beauty — shame, Minnsi to thee! 
To-morrow its glory will fade — 

jknd its roses all withered will he '. 
O, what scorn for thy desolate years 

Shall I feel ! — God forbid it in me ! 
How bitter will then be the tears 

Shed, Minna, O, UinDa, forlbee! 



TO THE SPRING. 
Wblcohb, gentle Stripling 

Nature's darling, thou! 
With thy basket full of bloEsoma, 

A happy welcome now ! 
Aha I — and thoa relaroesl. 

Heartily we greet thee — 
The loving and the fair one , 

Merrily we meet tbee 1 
Think'st then of my Maiden 

In thy bean of ^ee? 
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I love her jet, ibeUaideD — 

And ibe Maiden ;el loves me 1 
For ihe Maiden , man^ a blossom 

Ibegg'd — and not in vain! 
Icame again, a-be^ng, 

And liiou — Ihoa giv'st again : 
Welcome, gentle Stripling, 

Nature's darEing thou — 
Willi Ihy basket full of blossoms, 

Ahappf velcome, now! 



THE TBIUHPH OF LOTE. 

BiRSSBD Ihrongh love are the Gods above — 

TbroaghlovelilcelheGodsmay manbe; 
Beavealier throagh love is the heaven above, 

Through love like a heaven earth can be! 
Once, as (he poetsuDg, 

In Pjrrha's time 't is kaowo , 
From rocks CrealioQ sprung, 

And Men leapt np from stone ; 
Bock and stone , in nighl 

The sonls of men were seal'd , 
Heaven's diviner light 

Notasyelreveal'd; 
As yel the Loves around Ibem 
Had never shone — nor bound Ibem 

With tbeir rosy rings 1 
As yet their bosoms knew not 
Soft song — and music grew not 

Oat of ibe silver strings : 
Ifo gladsome garlands cheerily 

Were love-j-woveo then ; 

18" 
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And D'eTEljsiani drearily 

Th« Ud J'time Oew for meo , * 
The moraiDg rose niigrceted 

From ocein's joyless breast ; 
Unbail'd the eveaing Qecied 

To ocean's jojIbsb breast — 
Wild throngh the tangled shade. 
By clouded moons they stray'd , 

The iron race ofHen ! 
Sources ofmystlc tears , 
Tearniags for starry spheres, 

No God awaken 'd then ! 

Lo, mildly from the dark-blue water. 
Comes forth the Heaven's divinest Daagbter, 
Borae by the Nymphs fair-DoatiDgo'er 
To the iatoiicated shore 1 
Like the light-scaltering viogs of moniiag 
Soars universal May, adorning 
As from the glory of that birth 
Air and the ocean , heaven and earth < 
Day's eye looks laughing, wherethegrlm 
Midnight lay coll'd in forests dim ; 
And gay narcissases are sweet 
Wherever glide those holy feet — 

Now, poQrs Uie bird that baants the eve 
The earliest song of love , 

Now in the heart — their fonnlahi — heave 
The iraTes Ibat murmar love ! 
O blest Pygmalion — blest art Ihon — 
Ilmelts, ii glows, thy marble now! 

OLove, IheGod, thj world is won! 

Embrace thy children. Mighty One. 
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Blessed thntngh love are the G^ids above — 
Through love like (he Gods ma j nuD be ; 

Heavenlier ibroagh loteis the faeaien above , 
Through love llk« > betveo earth csd be. 



Where the oecUr bright-streanu, 

Like the dawn's happy dreams , 

EtemaEly one holiday. 

The life of the Gods glides away. 

Throned on his seat soblime, 

Looks Ho vhose years know not lime ; 

Athisood, tfhis anger awaken, 

At the wave of his hair all Olympus is shaken. 

Tel He from the throne of his hirlh , 

Bov'd down lo Ibe sons of the earth , 

Through dim Arcadian glades lo wander sighing , 

Lnll'dlDlo dreams of bliss — 

Lnll'd by his Leda's kiss — 
Lo, atbisfeetlhe harmless thunders lying! 

The Snn's majestic coursers go 

Along the Light's trauspirent plain , 
Carb'd by ihe Day'-god's goldeo rein ; 

The nations perish ai his bended bow ; 
Steeds that majestic go, 
Shafls from the bended bow. 
Gladly he leaves above — 
For Melody and Love ! 

Low bend the dwellers of the sky , 

When sweeps the stately Juno by ; 

Proud in her car, tiie UocoDlroll'd 
Curbs the bright birds that breast the air, 

As flames the sovereign crown of gold 
Amidstihe ambrosial waves ofhair — 

Ev'd thou, fair Queen of Heaven's high throne. 

Hast Love's subduing sweetness known ; 
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From «ll her BUM, theGTeitOoebMtda 
To charin the OlTrnpian's brf^t embnew , 

The Hean-EDtbraller 00)7 lends 
The rapture-cestus of Ihe Graces ! 

Blessed through love ant the Gods Bbore — 
Through love tike ■ God mi; man be; 

HeaTenlier through love is the he^vea alioTe , 
Through love tike a hesTen earth cao be 1 

LoTC eiQ suD the Reilins of Night — ■ 
Orcus ovDS the magie might — 
Feieenilvhere She sits beside. 
Smiles the snarl King on his Bride; 
HeU feels the smile in sudden light — 
Lore ciD sun the Bealms of Mght ! 
Heavealf o'er the sUriled Hell , 
Holj, vhere the Accursed dwell, 

OThracian, went thf silver so og! 
Grim Minos, vilh □□conscious tears, 
Melts into mercj as he hears — 
The serpents !□ Megara's hair. 
Kiss, as thef wreathe euamour'd there; 

All harmless rests Ihe madding thoog; — 
From the torn breast the Tolture mate 
Flies, scared before the charmed late — 
Lnll'd into sighing from their roar 
The dark waves woo the listening shore — 
ListeningtheThracian's silver song! — 
Love was the Tbraclan's silver song ! 

Blessed through love are the Gods above — 
Through love like a God maf man be ; 

Heavenlier Ibroagfa love is the heaven above , 
Through love tike a heaven earth can be I 
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TbroDghNalare, bloasom-strewing, 
Ont faotslep we are Ttewiag, 

One Oash from golden pinions ! — 
If from Heaveo's sUrrf sea , 

If from the mooDlii skf ; 
irfrom the Son's dominions, 

Look'd not Love's laaghing eye ; 
Theo Sdd and Moon and Stars would be 
Alike, withoatooeamlleformel 
But, oh, wherever Nature lives 

Below, around, above — 

Her htppf eya the mirror gives 

To Ihf gladbeaalj. Love! 

Love sighs through brooklets silver-clear , 

Love bids their marmnr woo the vale; 
Listen, Olist! Love's soul ye hear 

Id bis ova earnest nightingale. 
No soDDdfromNature ever stirs. 
But Love's sweet voice is heard with hers I 
BoldWisdom, with her sunlit eye , 
Betreais when Love comes whisperii^ by — 

For Wisdom 's weak to Love! 
To victor stem or monarch prond , 
Imperial Wisdom never bow'd 

The knee she bows to LOve ! 
Who Ihrougb the steep and starry sky. 
Goes onward to the Gods on high, 

Before thee, hero-brave? 
Who halves for Ihee the land of Heaven ; 
Who shows thy heart, Elysium, given 

Through the Oame-rended Grave? 
Below, if we were blind to Love, 
Say, should we soar o'er Death, above? 
Would the weak soul , didLoveforsakeber, 
E'er gain the wing 1« seek the Maker? 
Love, only Love, can gnide the creatnre 
Up to Ibe Falher-fonni of Nature ; 



cCoogk 



Wfaat wen the Mat did Lot* foTuke her? 
Lora guides the HarUl to the Uilier ! 

Blessed ihroagh lore ire the Gods ibote — 
Through love like • God maj' man be ; 

HeaTeallerthroDghloveis tbeheiTeDtboTe, 
ThroDgh love like i heaTen etitb cbd be! 



TO A HOaAJJST. 

Ahb the sports or our joalh so displeasing ? 

b Idts but the roll} jod sa;? 
Benamb'd with the Winter, and freeilug. 

Ton scold at the rerels of Ma j. 
For ;oa ouce a u jmph had her cbarms , 

And oh ! wbeu the walti yon were wrealhlug. 
All 01 jnipus embraced in your arms — 

All ila nectar in Julia's breathiDg. 
ICJoveat IhatmomeDthadhail'd 

The earth ia>some other rotation , 
Along vith your Julia whiil'd , 

Ton had felt not the shotA of creaHon. 
Learn this — that Pbilosopbj beats 

Sure time with Ibe pulse , — quicV or slow 
As the blood from the heyday retreats , — 

Bntii cannot make gods of ua — No! 
It is well, icy Season should thaw 

In the warm blood ofMirIb now and then, 
The Ckids for themselves have a law 

Wlkich they never intended for men. 
The Spirit is boand by th« ties 

Ofits Gaoler the Flesh; — if I can 
Not reach as an Angel the skies. 

Let me feel on the earth as a Han! 
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FORTUNE AND WISDOM. 
In I qaarrcl vith her lover 

To Wisdom Fortane flew; 
"I 'II all m; boards discover — 

Be but mj friend — to jon. 
Like a mother I presented 

To one each fairest gift, 
Who still is discoDteated , ■ 

And marmars at m; thrift. 
Come, let 's be friends. WbatsajjooT 

Give nplhit wear; plongh, 
' Mj treasores shall repaj jron , 

For both I have eoow ! " 
"Naj, see th J Friend betake him 

To death from grief for thee — 
ffe dies if thou forsake him — 

Thj gifts are noaght to ms 1 " 

COUNT EBERHAHD, THE QUABRELLER [DEB GBEINEB) 
OF WURTEMBEEG. 

[Count Eberhird reigned from 13t4— !R. Hia son Elrich was defeated 
before Heutling In laiT, and felt tlie neil yeirin batUe, Hi Doffingen, 
near Stullgard, in ■ ballte in vbicb Eberhard was Ticlonout. There if 
sametbiDi of national leeling in tbis Sne war-ions, composed Id hoQOur 
ot the olcTSuabian bero, bj a poet himself a Suibiao.} 

Ha, ha! — lake heed , — ha , ha! take heed — * 

Te knaves both South and North ! 
Fm maDf a man both bold in deed , 
And vise in peace the land to lead. 

Old Suabia has brought forth. 
Proad boasts four Edward and joar Charles , 

YourLndwig, Frederick — are! 
Yet Eberbard's worth , je braggiog carles ! 
YonrLudwig, Frederick, Edward, Charles — 
A Ihnoder-stonn in war I 

* " Don't bear the bead loo blih." 
Ibr, ihrdortaiUBeninderWelt, 
Die Nueo eingespaanti — 
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AndUIHch, too, histtobleson. 

Ha, bal hi» mighl ;e know ; 
OldEberhard's boast, hignoblesoD, 
Notbeihehoj, jerogues, %ona. 

How sioDt soe'er the foe! 
The Bantling lada wUb emy saw 

Our glories, daybrdaj; 
The ReatlJDg lads shall give the law ~ 
The BeaUiDg lads the sword shaU dnw — 

lord — how hot were they 1 
Oat Ulrick went, and beat Ihem not — 

To Eberhard back be came 

A lowering look joung Ulrick got — 
Poorlfld, his ejes with teare were hot — 

He boDg his head for ebame. 

"Ho — ho" — thoagblhe — "ye rogues beware; 

Nor yoQDor I forget — 
For bj m J father's beard • I swear 
YoDr blood shall wash the blot 1 bear. 

And Ulrick paj joa jei ! " 
SooD came the honr! witii steeds (od men 

The battle-field was gay; 
Sleel closed on sieel at Dofflngon — 
And joyons wag our stripling then , 

And joyous the hurra! 
" The battle lost " ourbatlle-cry; 

The foe once more advances : 
As some fierce whirlwind cleaTes the sky, 
Weskirr, through blood and slaughter, by 

Amidstanightoflances! 
On, lion-like, grim Ulrick sweeps — 

Bright shines bis bero-glaive — 
Her chase before him Fury keeps, 

■ "■'■•'P""'»ge,imhiiliiElih«iiajf«Touredl8iioordiMryMlem, 



Woe — woe! UgteBrng — thesabre-Uov — 

Swift-sheering down it sped — 
Around , brive hearts the buckler throw — 
AJas! our boast in dust is low! 

Count Eberhard's boy U dead .' 
Grief checks the rushing Victor-tsn — 

Fierce ejes strange molBlnre kaow — 
Ou rides old Eberbard, steruaudwan, 
"Hjr son is like another mau — 

March, children, oatbeFoel" 
And flerj lances wMrr'd arouud , 

Revenge, atleasl, uodyiug — 
Above the blood-red claj we bound — 
Hnm! the bu^bers break their ground. 

Through vale and woodland flying! 
Back to the camp , behold as throng, 

FJags stream, and bugles plaj — 
Woiuanand child with choral song, 
Andmen, with dance aod wine, prolong 

The warrior's holjdflj. 
And our old Count — and wbal doth be? 

Before him lies bis son, 
Within bis lone tent, lonelitj, 
The old man sits with eyes that see 

Through one dim tear — bis son ! 
So heart and soul, a loyal band. 

Count Eberbard's band, wearel 
His front tbe tower that guards the land, 
A thunderbolt his red right hand — 

His eye a guiding star ! 
Then take ye heed — Aba! tike heed, 

Te knaves both South and North ! 
Formanyaman, both bold in deed 
And wise in peace , the land to lead , 

Old Suabia has brought forth I 
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